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PART L 



BONNIE JEAN. 

SUBNS. 

There was a lass, and she was fair. 
At kirk and market to be seen, 

IVhen a' the fairest maids were met, 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 

And av she wrought her mammie's wark^ 
And ay she sang sae roeniiie: 

The blithest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That Mess the little lintwhite's nest; 

And frost will, blight the ikirest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Robie was the brawest lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 

And wanton naigies nme or ten. 
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LOVE 80N68* 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the try8te« 
He danc'd wi* Jeame on me down; 

And lang e'er witless Jeanie wist. 
Her. heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the streaoit 
The moon-tieam dwells at dewy e'en; 

So trembling, pure, was tender love, 
Within the breast o' bonnie Jean. 

And now die works her mammie's wark. 
And ay she aghs wi* care and pain; 

Yet wist'na what her ail might be. 
Or what wad mak* her weel again. 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light. 
And did na ioy blink in her e'e. 

As Robie tauld a tale o' love, * 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea? 

The sun was sinking in the west. 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove; 

His cheek to hers he fondly prest. 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' love: 

O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear; 

O canst thou think to fancy me! 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me? 

At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge. 
Or naething else to trouble thee;. 

But stray amang the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi' me. 

Now what could artless Jeanie do? 

She had nae will to say him na: 
At length she blush'd a sweet consent. 

And love was ay between them twa. 



SONG. 

(OUOINAL.) 

AiB^*< Ct^ the ewe* to the knotoet.^ 

O COME my love and let us stray. 
Along by Kelt's flowery brae» 
The sammer smiles, a* nature's ^y, 
Joy wings tbe hours fa' cheene. - 

The day has lang to dose his e'e; 
The larjES are in the lift sae hie; 
The warl^lers frae IUl bush and'tre^ 
Tune their sweet notes to cheer yoo. 

And while we walk yon trees among 
Well hear the Cucl^oo sweet and strong; 
Well hear the Mavis chaunt his song 
Midst native scenes sae cheerie. 

Sweet is the hour, O come away. 
On wing the insect world are gay, 
A' sporting in the sunny ray, 
They hum and dance fu' cheerie. 

Love dwells amid yon birken bowers; 
There beauty paints the blooming flowers; 
There pleasure fills the passing hours 
When vpGot with thee, my dearie. 

Tho' nature a' these sweets can gie, 
Thd* midst these charms I roam sae firee. 
Thy smile is sweeter far to me, 
For nane I lo'e sae dearly. A. 

A3 



LOVE SOMGS. 
SONG. 

BURNS. 

Tune—** 7%e mudkhe o' G^rdi^s byre.** 

Adowv winding Nith I did wander. 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spring; 

Adown winding Nith I did wander. 
Of Phillis to mute and to sing. 



•Awa wC your heliet and your beauties, 
They never iw* her can compare : 

Whoever hoi met tm** my Phillu, 
Hoi met wff the queen o* the fair. 

The daisy amus'd my fond fancy. 

So artless, so simple, so wild; 
Thou emblem, said I, o' mv Phillis, 

For she is simplidty's child. 
Awa^ 4^. 

The rose-bud's the blush o' my charmer. 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest: 

How fair and how pure is the lily. 
But fairer and purer her breast. 
Awa^ ^c. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 
They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie: 

Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine 
Its dew-drop o' diamond, her eye. 
Awa, ic. 

Her voice is the song of the momins 
That wakes thro' the green-spreading grov<^ 

When Phoebus peeps over the mountains. 
On mutic, and pleasure, and love. 
Awa, <Jc. 



LOVE tOlTGt. 

fiut beauty how frail and how Heedog, 
The bloom of a fine summers dav! 

While worth in the mind o' my PhiUii 
Will flourish without a decay, 
Awa, 4>c* 



SONO. 

REV. #•. NICOL. 

Tum^^ Bide ye ^:^ 

' Whiu some to distant r^ons sail 

Thro' storms that on the ocean loar; 
Or dye wi' blude the flowerie vale. 

Where love an' pleasure reigned before; 
Or, o* stem povertie afraid. 

Their countless sums o' goud conceal; 
I, joyfu', sing the bonnie maid,^-- 

The bonnie maid I lo'e sae wed ! 

Did e'er the roses on the green. 

Or lilies bath'd in momm' d6w. 
Attract thy sight?-^Then thou hast seen 

Her dimplin' cheek's untainted hue! 
The momin' star didst thou e'er see 

In skies, which not a cloud conceal? ' 
Then thou beheld the spaiklin' e'e 

O' the sweet maid I lo'e sae wefel. 

My fleecie flock I'll tend secure; 

My little orchard dress wi' care ; 
Wi' bluikdn' flowerets deck my bower, 

A pleasant dwellin' for my fair ! 
O ! wad she spend her days wi' me. 

What joy, what hapinness I'd feel ! 
The pleasure o' my lite wad be 

To please the maldl lo'e sae wed ! 



to LOT* 60N09.' 

When dajr e^iriii^ in the west, 
The curtam <hrawB o' nature's rest^ 
I flee to his arms I lo'e best. 

And diet's my ain dear Davie. 

CHORUS. 

Meet me on the warlock knotue, 
Bonnie JDavie, dainiy Davie, 

There JTU spend the daywC you. 
My am dear dainty navie'. 



%%%% %% %»»%%% 



SONG. 

(original.) 
XuNE— ** From thee EUza I must go^ 

HELEN when I think on thee 
I feel that loTe's dirine^ 

Tho' others have ten thousand charms, 
Th^ never can be mine. 

1 careless view their witching smiles^ 

TIio' ioy beams in ilk e'e; 
Nae smiles l&e thine can cheer mj toil^ 
For nane's sae dear to me. 

Where'er I roam, where'er I stray, 

Thou'rt present stfll with me! 
Remembnincft dett brings back the homv 

That I have spent with thee. 

O Helen tho' thou'rt far frae me, 
Nae charms compare with thine; 

And could I get my soul's first insb. 
Thou ever diould'»t be mine. A. 



SONG. 

EfiV. J. KICOL. 

Tuns— <" CapUtmCKmn.'' 

Blaw saftHe, ye breezes] ye streams> smoothlie murmur } 

Ye sweet scented blossoms deck erery green tree 1 
'Mang your wild-scattePd floVrets aft wanders my 
charmer, 
The sweet lovely lass, wi' the black rollln' e'el 
But round me let nature a wilderness seem. 
Blast each doVret that catches the sun's earlie beam. 
For pensive I ponder, an' languishin' wander. 
Far frae the sweet rose-bud on Quair's windin' stream 1 

Why, Heaven ! wring my heart with the bard hand o* 
Anguish? 

Why torture my bosom 'tween Hope an* Despair?— 
IVhan absent frae Nancy, J ever maun, languish ! — 

That dear angel-smile shall it charm me nae mair! 
j^ce h^^ life's a desert, an' pleasure's a dream! 
Bear me swift to these banks, which are ever my theme, 
Where mild as the momin' at simmer's retumln'. 
Blooms the sweet, lovely rose-bud pn Quair's windin' 
stream^ 



MARY, THE MAID 0' MONTROSE. 

LAINO. 

Tune — ^*' teU me the waif for to woo^ 

Q SWEET is the calm dewy gloaming, 
When saftly by Rossie-wood brae, 
The merle an' mavis are hymning 
The e'en o* the lang summer's day: 
An' sweet are the moments, when o'er the bkre ocean, 

The broad moon arising in majesty glows; 
An' I, breathing over ilk tender emotion 
Wi' my lovely Mary, ^p maid o' Montrose* 



12 LOVB 80K08. 

The fopling sae fine an* sae aiir* 
Sae fon^y in love wi' lumser, 
Is proXid wi' his ilka new dearie, 
To sWae at the ikir an' the ball. 
But ^e me the srove where the broom's yellow blossooiy 
^ Waves o'er the white lily, an' red smiling rose» 
An' ae bonnie lassie to lean on my bosom, 
My ain lovely Mary, the maid o' Montrose. 

O what is the hale varid's treasury 

Gin nane o' its pleasures we prove» 
An' where can we taste o' true pleasure 
Gin no wi' the lassie we love. 
O sweet are the smiles an' the dimples o* beauty. 
Where lurking the loves an' the graces, repose. 
An' sweet is the form an' the air o' the pretty. 
But sweeter is Mary, the maid o' Montrose.^ 

O Mary, 'tis nae for thy beauty, 

Tho few are sae bonnie as uiee: 
Q Marv, 'tis nae for thy beauty, 
Tho handsome as woman can be« 
The rose bloom is gane, when the chill autumn's low'lring; 

The aik's lovely form, when the wild winter blows: 
But the charms o' ^y nund are the ties mair endurmg— > 
These Innd me to Mary, the maid o' Montrose. 



SONG. 

BUBNB. 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive; 

Thou goest, thou darling of my heart! 
Sever'd from thee c4n I survive? 

But fate has will'd, and we must pftrt. 



.U>TB MMM. IJ 



ril often gceefc this tiugiBf swelli 
Yen distant ide will cmn hail: 

** E'en here I took the last farewell: 
"" There ktert mack'd her nuudiM sail.'* 

Along the solitaiy shore. 

While ffittinf^ sea-fowl round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashipg roar 

m westward turn my wistful eye: 
Happy thou Indian grove, I'll tey. 

Where now my Nancy's path may be I 
While thro' thv sw^ts she loves to stray, 

O tell me^ does she muse on me. 



SONG. 



Aev. ^. iricot. 

Th£ eastern clouds war* fring'd wi' goud, 

The lavrock hail'd the risin* day. 
Thro' fragrant birks the bumie row'd, 

Whar* pensively I took my wav : 
There sweet as dowers that prank the lawn, 

Blythe as the bird that sings to Mess y^ h 
ApL'tJuld an' blushin' as the davm, 

Appear'd a bonnie, black e'ed lassie! 

While on her lovely face I gazM, 

A' sorrow vanish'd frae ray breast; 
An', wi' her peerless charms amaz'd. 

Her lilie-hand I gently prest; 
Then sigh'd: sweet maid f sure a' divine 

Maun be the charms that can surpass ye! 
Adieu to wealth, gin ye war* mine. 

My bonnie^ bloomih', black-e'ed laniel 
Vol. II. B 



14 MVB soiro*. 

I boast nae hai^lu nor faiUs on Twnd^ 
Wealth never inade the shqiherd vaSn;^ 

I only heir this nistie reed^ 
Ah* fiedd a hiTBel no my aini 

But if a heart that glows wi** lore^ 
An* araM thus xrUlin'' to caress ye, 

Hae onte charms thy ndnd to mo^e, 
Then come, my bonnie, Uack^e'ed lassie I 

Tve learn'd to bear t6e rinmer son^ 

To brave the weaiie, winter snaw I 
Hy perniie fee, tae uuriie won, 

Shall keep thy beauties snod an^brawf-^ 
Whan fortune's frown my heart alarms, 

ClaspM to my bosom 111 embrace ye ! 
An' lose my cares within thy arms. 

My bonnie, bloomin**, black-e^ed lassie i 

My flute shall mak** the, woodlands ring^ 

An* echo answer to thy praise; 
The speckled birds shall li^am to sing 

Thy beauties in their native lays ! 
Thy name shall ftll the whispei-in guiles. 

Whan sinnner fbniis a wreath to dress yc^ 
An* everte ffower that gems the vales^ 

Shall mind roeo* my black-e'ed lassie! 

Come their, my Nancy f come away ! 

While youth and beauty grace your bowe^^ 
These balmy flowers are fresh an^ gay, 

But chilly is the wintry shower !-— 
ni bless the hoiu* I saw ye here, 

*Twill be my pleasure to caress ycf 
Kae sorrow tfien will daur appear 
, Wi' thee, my bonnie, black-e'ed lassie f 



FAIR JSNNY. 

BURNS. 

TcwE— ** Saw ye nuf Faiier/' 

Whkbe are the joys I have met in the tnormng^ 
That danc'd to the lark^s eariy song? 

Where is the peace that awaited my waiid*ring^ ' 
At evening the wild woods among? 

No more a wuidtag (3ie course of yott nrer^ 
And marking sweet ilow'rets so fair: 

No more I trace the li^t fo<^8t^ of pleasure, 
But sorrow and sad sighing «are. 

Is it that summer's forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly winter is near? 
No, no, the bees liumming round the gay roses. 

Proclaim it the pride of the year« 

Tain would I hide what I fear to discover^ 
Yet long, long too well have I known: 

All that has caused thii wredL in my bosoms 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my grie^ are immortal. 

Nor hope dare « contfort bestow : 
Come then, enamourM and fond of my anguish, 
. Enjoyment Til seek in my woe. 

SONG. 
TuNB — ** She rose arC let me in^ 
Gin living worth could win my heart. 

Ye shou'dna sigh in vain; 
But in the darksome grave it's laid, 

Never to rise again. 
JMy waefu* heart Kes low wi' his 

iVhose heart was only mine; 
And what a heart was that to.kMel 

But I maun not repine. 



16 LOTE songs: 

Yet oh ! gin lieaven in mercy soon 

Would grant the boon I crave. 
And t^ this life, now naething ^rorth^ 

Sin' Jamie's in his. grave! 
And see his gentle spirit comes 

To shew me on my way; 
Surpris'd, nae doubt, I still am here» 

Sair wond'ring at my stay. 

I come, I come, my Jamie deaf; 

And oh ! wi' what good will» 
1 foHow wheresoever ye lead. 

Ye canna lead to ill. 
She said; and soon a deadly pale 

Her faded cheek possest. 
Her waefu' heart fbrgat to beat, 
^ Her sorrows sunk to rest. 



SONG. 



XuNEw" 2%e QjuakerU wtfe'* 

Thine am T, my futhful fair. 
Thine, my lovely Nancy; 

Ev'ry ptdse along my veins, 
Ev'ry roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 
* There to throb and langubh: 

Tho* despair had wrung its core, 
Hiat would heal its anguish. 

Take away those rosy lips, 
Rich with balmy treasure: 

Turn away thine eyes of love, ' 
Lest I die with pleasnre.^ 
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What is life vrfaea wanting love? 

Night without « morning: 
Lore s the cloudless summer sun, 

NatttPe ffty adonung. 



SONG, 

BSV. ?. NI€OU 

Tune—* Cauldfraty morning^ 

When love's {>lea8iiig passion, m life's cheerful morning. 

First taught me to warbie the name I ador'd, 
Fordi walk*d smiling; nature, die landscape adotniog, 

And beauty find joy to the vallies restored: 
With th' glow of fine feeling my bosom was swellings 

I thought love the source of each blessing bdow, 
And wonder'd to hear sage experience telhqg 

AjSection was often the parent of woe! 

la the maid of my heart, I mwe graces discovered. 

Than fancy e'er pictured in love's raptur'd hour, 
And could I suspect, that such beauty e'er covered 

A heart that ne'er melted with pity's soft power; 
Love oft was my theme, and with pleasure she heard me^ 

And smil'd when I stole the sweet kiss from her mouth! 
I hop'd, she dcf^ign'd with her hand to reward me. 

And crown, with her heart, my affection and truth! 

But trust not ia Beauty 1 — I found it deceitful ! — 

A swain, with whose fortune mme coidd not compare. 
Saw the charms of my Nancy, and, ah ! how ungn^i^ull 

She left me, obandon'd to grief and despair! 
Then coldly she told me, her former affiectian 

Was friendship 1 — bow cruel such friepdahip to me! 
For noW I must sigh at the sad recoUectkn^ 

That lore can the parent of rais^ bo 
B J 



16 U>VB S09CUB. 

BANKS OB CR££. 



Here is the glen, and here the bower. 
All underneath the birken shade; 

The idllage-bell has told the hour, 
O what can stay my lovely maid ? 

Tis not Maria's whisperine call; 

'Us but the balmy-breathing gde; 
IVfixt with some warbler's dving fall,. 

The dewy star- of eve to nail. 

It is Maria's voice I hear \ 

So calls the woodlark in the grov ,. 
His little faithful mate to cheer, 

At once 'tis music — ^and tis love. 

And art thou come I and art thou true 
Q welcome dear to love and me ! 

And let us all our vows renew, 
Alon^ the flowery banks of Cree. 



SONG. 

• EEV. J. NieOL. 

TuNB—^' The lark wa» up^* ^c 

Come, lovely maid ! the balmy gale, 
Broithes fra^nce o'er the smiling vide; 
The mavis, m his leafy bower, 
Harmonious hails the evening hour; 
The winds are hush'd in calm repose ; 
The silver moon resplendent ^lows, 
Apd round, her trembling radiance throws : — 
Come, 'tljen, where Quail's 8we;;t waters rove,. 
We'll cardesi ftray, and talk of love J 



LOVE songs: 19 

Why should my fiiir one eve fear. 
When love aad innocenGe are near? 
No noxions dew, no stormy gale. 
No prying ^e to tell the tale. 
No word severe, no footsteps rude. 
Dare on our hallow'd haunts intrude^ 
Sacred to love and solitude. — 
Coikie, then, where Quair's sweet waters rove. 
We'll careless stray, and talk of love! 

From thee^ thou miud enchanting, flow 
All, all the pleasures which I know; 
And when my heart's to grief a pr^. 
Thy smile can banish it away. — 
Oft have my vows, devoid dTart, 
And eyes, which ever truth impart, 
Express'd the passion of my heart.*- 
Come, then, where Quair's sweet waters rove. 
We'll careless stray, and talk of love * 

Thy lovely image* in my soul. 
Shall live, whHe round the seasons roll. 
And Fortune's power shall be too weak 
Afiection's stronger bands to break.— 
Whatever land I wander through. 
Whatever dangers may ensue, 
PU only live for love and you! — 
Corae, then, where Quair's sweet Waters rove^ 
We'll careless stray, tmd talk of love! 



^>%%^»%%^%>%» 



ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY. 

BURNS. 

Tune— « O'er ihe AiOi," ^. 

How can my poor heart be glad. 
When absent from my sailor lad? 
How can I the thought forego. 
He's on the seas to meet the foe? 



2a LOVE SOirGS. 

Let me wander, let me rove. 
Still my heart is with my love; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are ay with him that's far away. 

CHORUS. 

On the seas and far awayy 
On stormy seas and far away: 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are ay with him thafsfar away. 

When in smnmer's noon I faint. 
As weary flocks around me pant. 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor's thundering at his gun: 
Bullets, spare my only joy! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy! 
Fate do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that's far away! 
On the seasy cj-c. 

At the starless midnight hour. 
When winter rules with boundless power; 
As the storms tlie forest tear. 
And thunders rend the howling air. 
Listening to the doubling roar 
Surging on the rocky shores 
All I can — ^I weep and pray, 
For his weal that's far away* 
On the seas, <$•<?. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 
And bid wild war his ravage end, 
Man with brother man to meet. 
And as a brother kindly greet; 
Then may heaven with prosperous gales, 
Fill my saibr^s welc(Hne sails, 
To my arms thdr diarge convey. 
My dear lad that's far aiway. 
On ibe teaty ^. 



tOVS SONGS. 81 

TO MISS MARY R , BRAES OF ANGUS. 

. LAIKG. (OBIGINAL.) 

Tune—* Mjf wdy Jo and dearie, O." 

My early love I canna rue. 

My bonnie blue-e'ed Mary, O ! 
I ne'er will break the bosom vow. 

Is plighted to my dearie O I 
A fairer form I caima see, 
A fairer face there canna be, 
Nane bean a heart sae leal as thee. 

My bonnie blue-e'ed Mary, O ! 

Thy form's the pine in brushwood bower. 

My bonnie blue-e'ed Mary, O ! 
Iliy mien the modest dais^ flower, 

Amang the braes sae bnery, O ! 
Thy hair, the glossy ^llin' stream, 
TJiy brow, the milky river feam, 
Thy cheek, the rosy morning beam. 

My bonnie blue-e'ed Maiy, O ! 

I ne'er made loTe to ane but tfae^ 

My bonnie blue-e'ed Mary, O ! 
Thou ne'er own'd love to ane but me. 

My ain, my only dearie, O ! 
My mom o' love^the mom o' thine. 
And a' our happy days rin^ne. 
The roll, o' memory canna tine. 

My bonnie blue-e'ed Mary, O ! 

While morning lifh his gowden eye. 
An* glints o'er a' sae cheery, O ! 

While e'entn' veils the face o' day, 
And stamies gild the carry, O ! 

My early love — my bosom vow^^ 

My plighted faith. Til never rue. 

But live in love and bliss wi' you. 
My bonnie blwe-e*ed Mary, Of 



9% Lovis Bovm. 

O BONNIE BUGS YON BIRKSfif TWffi. 

(original.) 
Tune—** The mill mill O." 
O BONNIE buds yon birken tree. 

The western breeze perfuming; 
And saftly smiles yon sunny brae, 

Wi' gowans gayly blooming. 
But sweeter than yon birken tree>' 

Or gowans gayly blooming, . 
Is she, in blusbiag modesty, 

Wha meets me there at gloaming. 

O happy ! happy, there yestreen. 

In mutual transport ranging, 
Amang these lovely scenes, unseen 

Our vows of love exchanging. 
The moon with clear unclduded face, 

Seem'd bending to behold us. 
And breathing birks, with soft embrace. 

Most kindly to enfold us. 

We bade each tree record our vows — 

And each surrounding mountain. 
With every star on high that kIows 

From liglit's o'erflowing fountain. 
But gloamiag grey bedims the vale. 

On day's bright beam encroachmg; 
With rapture once again I hail 

The trysting hour approaching. i 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A'. 

BVRNS. 

Tune—** Onagh'9 Water-faU*' 
Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchmgly o*er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie t)Iue. 



Her smilins sae vryliiiff, 

Wad mm a ntfrtteti torgd his woe; 
What pleasure, what treasure, 

Unto thsee rosy lips to grow: 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face, 

When i&^t her bonnie face I saw, 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Like harniony her motion; 

iter pretty ankle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky« 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless fbrm and gracefu' air; 
Ilk ibature — alild nature 

Decla^M that she could do uae mair: 
tier's are the willing chains o' love. 

By conquering b^uty's soVerdgn law; 
And ay my Chloris* dearest ch^tfm. 

She sa)^ she lo*es me best of a'. 

Let others love the dty, 

And gaudy shew at sunny noon; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and sU'eaming, 

Her silver light the boughs aniang; 
While faiUng, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes her sang: 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows 6* truth and love. 

And say thou lo^es me best of a' ? 
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SAW YE MY PHELY. 

BURNS. 

TuN£--'< When the cam ben skt bobbU:' 

O SAW ye my dete, my Phdy? 
O saw ye my dear, my Phdv? 
She's clown i' the grove, she s wi* a new loVe, 
She winna come hame to her W31y. 

What says she, my dearest, my Phely? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee foigoi. 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

O had I ne'er seen thee^ my Phely ! 
O had I ne'er seen Uiee, my Phely! 
As light as the air, and fiiuse as thou^s fair, 
Thou's broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



SONG. 

TuNH— « Ydhw kmr'd Laddkr 

ON^Vhitsunday morning 

I went to the fair; 
My yellow-hair'd laddie 

Was selling his ware; 
He gied me sic a blythe blink 

With his bonny black e'e, 
And a dear blink, and a fair blink 

It was unto me. 



I wift not'wbat ail'd me 

When my laddie came iii| 
T)ie little /Wee starnies 

Flew aye frae my een ; 
And the sweat it Jropt down 

Frae my very ee-brie, 
And my heart pla/d ay 

Dunty dunty dunt, pittie, pattie. 

I wist not what ail'd me, 

When I went to my bed, 
I tossed and tumbled, 

And sleep frae me fled. 
Now, its sleeping and waking 

He's aye in my e^e. 
And my heart play'd aye 

Dunt, dunt, dunt, [nttie, pattie. 



SONG. 

BURKS. 

Tune—" Cauld Kail in Aberdeen.'^ 

How long and dreary is the night. 
When I am frae my dearie; 

I restless lie frae e*en to mom, 
Tho' I were ne'er sae wearj'. 

CHORUS. 

For oh, her lonely nighU are lang; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie; 
And ok, her widowed heart is sair, 

Thafs absent frae her dearie, 
C 
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When I ttkink on the lightsoMe dttp ' 

I spent wP thee, my deari^i 
And now what seas between ui it>ar» 

How can I be but eerie? 

Por ok, S^c, 

How sloni ye move, ye henvy h«ui«; h^ 

The joyleiis day how dreary! 
tt was nae sae ye glinted b}^. 

When I Mvas wi^my dearie. 

For ohy 8^Cj ^ 

THE LOVER'S MORNING SALUTE TO HIS 
MISTRESS. 

BURNS. 

TuNfi—" De'U tak the Warsr 

Sleep^st thon, or wak'st thou, fairest creature; 

Rosy mom now lifts his eye» 
Numbering ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi* the tears o' jw; 

Now thro* the leafy woodb. 

And by the reeking floods. 
Wild Nature's tenants, freely, gladly, stray; 

The lintwhltc in his bower 

Chants o'er the breathing flower; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi' sangs o' joy, 
While the sUn and tbou arise to bless the day. 

Pluebus gilding the brow o' the nxon^g. 

Banishes ilk darksome shade. 
Nature ^laddemUg and adorning; 

Such to me tny lorely maid. 
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When absent frae my fair, 

The murky shades o' care 
With starless ^loom o'ercast my sullen sky; 

But when, m beauty's light. 

She meets my ravish'd sight. 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart; 
'Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 



THE RIVAL. 

WYCHBRLY. 

Of alt the torments, all the care. 

By which our lives are curst^ 
Of all the sorrows that we bear« 

A rival is the worst. 
By partners in another kind 

Afflictions easier grow; 
In love alone we hate to find 

Companions in our woe. 

dylvia, for all the griefs you see^ 

Arising in my breast, 
I Img not that you'd pity me, 

Would you but slight the rest. 
Howe'er severe your rigours are, 

Alone with them Fd cope; 
I can endure mv own despair. 

But not another's hope. 



SONG. 

BUBKi. 

TuKX— ** My Lodging i§ on Hit cold gnmd,** 

My Chloris, mark how green the grovf^ 
The primrose banks how fair; 

Hie balmy gales awake the flowersj 
And wave thy flaxen hair. 
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The laVrock shuns the palace gajy 

And o'er the cottage sings; 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 

To shej^erds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string 

In lordly lighted ha' : 
The shepherd stops his simple reed. 

Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 
Our rustic dance with scorn ; 

But are their hearts as light as ours 
Beneath the milk-white thorn? 

The shepherd in the flowery glen 
In shepherd's phrase will woo: 

The courtier tells a finer tale. 
But is his heart as true ! 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 
That spotless breast o' thine : 

The courtiers' gems may witness love- 
But 'tis na love like mine. 



YOUNG ROGER OF THE MILL: 

TAii and the follotving four Songs are inserted a$ specimens 
of what matf properly he denondnaied English* 

Young Roger of the mill, 
One morning very soon, 
' Put on his best a{»arel, 

New hose and clouted shoon; 
^ And he a wooing came 

To bonnie buxome Nell, 
Dear lass, cries he, coud'st fancy me^ ' ' 
I {ike dieie wondrous well. 
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My hones I have dr«rt, 

And gi'en them com and hay. 
Put on my best apparel; 

And having e^ne this way, 
Let'a sit and chat a while 

With thee, my bonaie Nell, 
Dear lass, cries he, couMst fancy me, 

Tse like thy person wdl. 

Young Roger, you're mistaken, 

The damsel then reply'<^ 
Fm not in such a haste 

To be a plot^hman's bride; 
Know, I then bve in hopes 

To marry a farmer's son : 
If it be so, says Hod^, Fll go; 

Svieet mistress, I have done. 

Your horses you have drest. 

Good Hodge, I hear you say, 
Put on yoar best apparel. 

And being come itm way. 
Come sit and chat a while. 

no indeed, not I, 

I'll neither wait, nor sit, nor prat, 
fye other fish to fiy. 

Go take your fermer's son. 

With all my honest heart; 
What tho' my name be Roger, 

That goes at plough and cart ! 
I need not tany long, 

1 soon may gain a wif^; 

Tliere's buxome Joan, it is well know% 
She lores me as her fife. 

Pray, what of buxooie Joan? 

Can't I please yon as well ? 
For she has ne'er a penor. 

And I am hvxeme NcU^ 
€3 
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And I have fifty shiUinps; 

(The money made him smile:) 
Oh, then, my dear, Fll draw a chair, 

And chat with thee a while. 

Within the space of half an hour 

Thb couple a bargain struck. 
Hoping that with their money. 

They both would have good luck. 
To your fifty I have forty. 

With which a cow we'll buy; 
We'll join our hands in wedlock bands, 

Then who but you and I ? 



OH! WHAT A PLAGUE IS LOVE. 

This Song is mentioned by the milk'woman in WaUon*8 Com^ 
plete jlngler. Printed at London, 16S5, and was then, in 
ali probability, an old Song.^^The Antwer is modem* 

O WHAT a plague is love, 

I cannot bear it; 
She will unconstant prove, 

I greatly fear it; 
It so torments my mind, \ 

That my heart faileth; 
She wavers with the wind, 

As'ashipsaileth; 
Please her the best I may. 
She loves still to gainsay, 
^r Alack, and well-^nlay ! 

Phillada flouts ma 

At the fair t' other day. 

As she pass'd fay me, 
She look'd another way. 

And wou'd not spy me. 
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I wooM her for to diii^ 
B^t cou'd not get her; 
Didk bad her to the Vm^ 

' He might entreat her. 
With Daniel she did dance, 
On me she voa'd not glance; 
Oh, thrice unhappy chance I 
PhiUada flouts me. 

Fair maid, be not so coy. 

Do not disdain me; 
I am my mother's joy ; 

Sweet, entertain me. 
I shall have when she dies. 

All things that's fitting; 
Her poultry, and her bees. 

And her goose sitting; 
A pair of mattress beds, 
A barrel ftdl of shreds; 
And yet, for all these goods, 
Fhillada flouts me* 

I often^faeard her say. 

That she lov'd posies; 
In the last month of May 

I ^ve her roses. 
Cowslips, and gilly-flowers. 

And the sweet lily, 
I got to deck the bowers 

Ofmy dearPhilly. 
She ijtid them all dudain. 
And threw them back again; 
Therefore, 'tis flat and plain, 
Phillada flouts me. 

Thou shalt eat curds and cream 
• All the year lasting. 
And driak the cr3i«tarttrevin> 
Pleasant in tailing: .. 



LO?JS SONOS. 

Swigg wh«y, uatfl you tmnty 

Eat bramble-berries, 
Pye-lid, and paaify cnisty 

Pears, dumbs, and dierrks; 
Thy garments shall be thin» 
Made of a weather's skin ; 
Yet all's not worth a pin. 
PhHlada floats m^. 

Which way soe'er I go. 

She sdll torments me; 
And whatsoe'er I do. 

Nothing contents me;- . ■ 
I tide and pine away 

With grief and sorrowi 
I fall quite to decay. 

Like any shadow; 
I shall be dead I fear. 
Within a thousand year. 
And all, because my dear 

PhiUada noiata me. 

Fair maiden, have a care^ 

And in time take mei; 
I can haire those as fair. 

If you' forsake me: 
There's DoU, the daiiy-mai4 * 

Smil'd on me lately. 
And wanton Winnifred 
Favours me greatly; 
One thrpws miDc^on my dothe^ 
T' other plays with my nose; 
What pretty toys are tho^ I 
Phillada flouts mew 

She has a doth of mme, 
Wroudit with blue Coventry, 

Whidi she keeps as a ^ 
Of my fiddity: 
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But if Ae fiowns on me. 
She shall nt^er wear it; 
ni fffe it my maid Joan, 

And she shall tear it. 
Since 'twill no better be» 
rU bear it patiently; 
.Yet, all die world may see, 
nyiada flouts me. 



THE ANSWER, 

BT MR. A. B&ADLET. 

Oh! where's the plague in lovft 
That you can*t bear it? 

If men wou'd constant prove. 
They need not fear it. 

Young maidens, soft and kind, 
' Are most in danger; 

Men waver with the wind, 
£ach man's a ranger ; 

Their falsehood makes us know^, 

That two strinjgs to our bow 

Isb^t^ I find it so: 

Bamaby doubts me. 

'Us I that shou'd despafar, 

<'T1s you that sli^t me. 
What tho' when at the fair 

Dick did invite me; 
Tho' Daniel with me danc'dt 

You may believe me, 
I often on thee glanc'd, 

rd not decmve thee; 
I ikw thee lock awry, 
I kne^ the reason why— 
I can see with one eye, 
' Bamaby doi^ts'me^ 
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Thou yomig and sUljr bc^. 

Do I disdsin thee ? 
Because thou'rt mother's joy, • 

I'd entertain thee; 
Yet, wish I not her death. 

For ought she'd leave thee. 
Nor, when time stops her breathy 

Will I deceive thee, 
AVhat care I for her geese. 
Or beds of carded fltece? 
Since this quite breaks my peac<^ 
Barnaby doubts me« 

What tho' when I did spy 

That I lov'd posies. 
You, in the month of May, 

Brought me sweet roses ? 
You never shew'd the thing. 

That most wou'd please me i 
A gay gold wedding-rine 

Wou'd soon have eas d me» 
I should not with disdain 
Have thrown it back agaii) ; 
I think 'tis flat, and pmn^ 

Barnaby doubts me. 

Talk not oi curds and crean. 

Pears, plumbs, and cherrief^ 
Nor of the crystal stream. 

Or bramhl&lierries : 
Most aurely you for^ 

Our wonted frisku^ 
The cock'rii on the spit^ 

And the pork grisking; 
With more that might be 68M^ 
When I got dame to bed; 
Yitf oh ! unhappy maid, 

Barnaby doubts me. 
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You wj, wbate V yoa do, 

Nothiiig contents thee; 
I pray it may be so, 

Whilst dKNi tonDentfflt nae: 
I piae^ aad dftb, all Bight, 

And ndsh for morrow, 
I tarn hiive no ddSght, 

I'm full of sorrow:. 
Ohl ]fldie,lfear. 
Within a thcmsand year. 
My ghost urill make't appear, 
Bamaby doubts me. 

I knit thy worsted hose, 

. To save the penny, 
Ihxt woU'd not spot thy clothe^ 

like idle Winny: 
Yet wanton Winnifred 

You like much better : 
Or Doll the dairy-midd. 

If you cou'd get her. 
Ungrateful Bar^v, 
How can'st thou threaten me ? 
But I knew how 'twould be, 
Barnaby doubts me. 

The cloth I have of thine, 

Wrought with blue Coventry, 
Which thou gav'st as a sign 

Of thy fidelity, 
I'll give it back again. 

To thee as token, 
That by a perjur'd swain. 

My sad hearth broken. 
Ohi Bamaby, unkind, 
Thou*it jqaite distract my mixul^ 
Too late, alas! Ifiud, 

Bps^aby doubts me. 
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SMIRKY NAN. 
TuKE— .« Hfy Nannie, O,* . 

Ah ! woes me, poor Willy cr/d. 

See how I'm wasted to a span ! .! 
Myheart I lost when first I sp/d* 

The charming, lovely milkHnudd,' Naiif 
I'm grown so weak, a gentle breeze 

Of dusky Roger's winnowing fan 
Would blowme o'er yon beadiy trees. 

And all f<Nr thee, my smirky Nan, 

The ale-wife misses me of late, 

I us'd to take a hearty can; 
But I can ndther drink nor eat. 

Unless 'tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan. 
The baker makes the best of br€»d. 

The flour he takes, and leaves the bran. 
The bran is every other maid. 

Compered with thee, my smirky Nan. 

But Dick of th' green, that nasty lown, 

Lfi^t Sunday to my mistress ran. 
He snatch'd a kiss; I knock'd him down, 

Whidi hugely pleas'd my smirky Nan. 
But haik ! the roaring soger comes. 

And rattles tantara taran, . 
She leaves her cows for noisy drums; 

Woes me, I've lost my smirky Nan. 

SONG. 

MB. HENBY CABEY. 

Of all the girls that are so smart, * 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the dariinp of my heart. 
And she lives m our alley. 
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There is no lady in the land 

Is half so sweet as SaDv; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she tives m our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets. 

And thro' the street does cry 'em; 
Her mother she sells laces long 

To such as please to buy 'em; 
But sure such folks cou'd ne'er bc^ 

So sweet a girl as Sally; 
She is the darUn^ of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my work, 

I love her so sincerely; 
My master comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely; 
But let hhn bang his beUy full, 

I'UbearitallforSaUy; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the days are in the week, 

I deariv love but one day. 
And thatns the day that comes betwixt 

The Saturday and Monday; 
For then Fm direst in all mv best. 

To walk abroad with Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 

My master carries me to church. 

And often am I blamed. 
Because I leave him in the lurch. 

As soon as text is named ; 
I leave the church in sermon^time, 

And slink away with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives m our alley. -. 
V6L. II. D 



Vlii 
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When ChriBtinas coines about again, 

O then I shaH have money ; 
ni hoard it up, and box it ul. 

And give it to my honey s 
And wou'd it were ten thousand pounds 

Pd give it all to Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master and the neighboufs atl 

Make game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) I'd better be 

A slave and row a galley; 
But when my seven lottg years are out« 

O ! then 1*11 marry Sally, 
O ! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed^ 

But not in our alley. 



SONG. 

Altered /rem an old En^itk one* 

BUSIES. 

TuNB— J** Dainty Davie.^ 
It was the charming month of May, 
When all die flow'rs were fresh and gay. 
One morning, by the break of day. 
The youthful^ charming Chloe; 

From peaceful slumber she arose^ 
Girt on her mantle and her hose. 
And o'er the flowery mead she goes. 
The youthftii, charming Chloe. 

caoaus. 
Lovefy Vfcushe hy ike dawn^ 

itouUifid CiUoCy charming Chloe, 
Tr^^ng o*er the pearly lawn. 

The youth/id, charming CfUoe, 
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The feather'd people^ you miglit Me 
PerchM all arouad on every tree». 
In notes of sweetest melody. 
They hail the charming Chloe; 

Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 
The glorious sun b^n to ris^ 
Out-riyall'd by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, charming CUoe. 
iMvdif was the, 4^. 



SONG. 

BURNS* 

TcTNB— * Nanc^t to the Cheenmood^ ^. 

Farewell thou stream that wimfing flows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

mem'ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelling : 

Condemned to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet in secret languish. 
To fed a fire in ev*ry vein. 

Nor dare disclose my anguish. 

Love*s veriest wretch, unseen, unknown^ 

I fain my griefs would cover: 
The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan, 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou dooro'st me to despair. 

Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me; 
But oh, Eliza, hear one prayer. 
For pity's sake foigive mc. 

The music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me; 
i saw thine eyes, yet nothing fearM, 

'nil fears no more had sav'd me; 
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Th' unwary sailor thus aghast. 
The wheeling torrent viewing; 

'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 
In overwhelming ruin. 



DUET. 

BUBN8. 

Tune—** The Som's Tail,** 

HE. 

O PHnxY, happy be that day 
When roving through the gathered hay, 
My youthfu* heart was stown away, 
^d by thy charms, my Philly. 



O Willy, ay I bless the grove 
Where first I own'd ray maiden love^ ^ 
Whilst thou didst pledge the Powers abov* 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

HE. 

As songster's of the early year 
Are il^ day mair sweet to hear, 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 

SHE. 

As on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and fafrer blows. 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Will^. 



JUKTS soiros. %i 



The milder sun and bluer sky. 
That crown my harvvst cares wi' joy, 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sig^t o' Philly. 



The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho* wafting o'er the flowery spring. 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring. 
As meeting o* my Willy. 

HE. 

The bee that thro' the sunny hour. 
Sips nectar in the opening flower. 
Compared \rith my delkht is poor. 
Upon the lips o' Phuly. 



The woodbine in the dewy weet. 
When eyenm^ shades in silence mee^ 
Is nocht sae migrant or sae sweet. 
As is a kiss o Willy. 

HE. 

Let fortune's wheel at random rin. 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may wiai 
My thoughts are a' bound up in ane„ 
And that's my ain dear Philly. 

SHE. 

What's a' the joys that gowd can gie 1 
I care na wealth a single flie; 
The lad' I love 's the lad for me. 
And thaf 4 ay ain dear Willy. 
D3 
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SONG. 

BABTON BOOTH, ESQ. 

Sweet are the charms of her I love. 
More fragrant than the damask rose. 

Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as wind when zephyr blows ; 

Refreshing, as descending rams. 

To simbomt climes and thirsty plains. 

True as the needle to the pole. 

Or as the dial to the sun. 
Constant as gliding waters roll. 

Whose swelling tides obev the moon ; 
From every other charmer nree. 
My life and love shall follow thee. 

The Iamb the flow'iy th3ine devours, 
The dam the tender kid pursues. 

Sweet Philomel, in shady bowers 
Of verdant spring her note renews; 

All follow what they most admire. 

As I pursue my soul's desire. 

Nature must change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the seasons rise ; 

As winter to the spring g^ves place. 
Summer the approach of autumn flies: 

No change on love the seasons bring. 

Love only knows perpetual spring. 

Devouring time with stealing pace. 
Makes Io% oaks and cedars bow ; 

And marble towers and walls of brass 
In his rude march he levels low : 

But time destroying far and wide, 

Love.firoan the soul can ne'er divide. 



Deaitfi only with his crud dart 
The penide godhead can remoYe, 

And dii?e him from the bleeding heait 
To mingle with thelile^aboye, 

"Where Joiown to all his kindred train. 

He finds a lasting rest from pain. 

LoTe, and his sister fair the sovl» 
Twin-bom from heaven together canes 

Love will the universe contrd. 

When dying seasons lose Aixc name; 

]>iyine abodes shall own his power, 

WVien tune and death shall be no more. 



»^%<»<»»«%i»%» 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS, MY KATY? 

SORXS. 

Tu>JE— « Roy*s Wife?* 



Canst thou leave me thus, my J^aiyf 
Cantt tkmt have me thus, my Katyf 
^ Well thou knou^gt my aching hearty 
And cantt thou leave me thus for f^yf 

fa this thy plis^ted, fond mpgard. 
Thus cruelly to part^ my ICaty? 

Is this thy faitfaftd swain^s reward — 
An achmg, broken heart, my Katy? 
Casut ihoUf Sfc, 

Farewell ! and neV such sorrows tear 
That fidJe heart of thine, my Katy \ 

Thou niay*8t find those will love thee 
But not a love Uke nune, my Katy. 
CamU thou, ^c 
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MY NANrE-S AWA. 

BUBNS. 

Tune — ^" Tkere^U never he peace^ ^c. 

Now in her green nHmde Uilibe nature arrays. 
And listens tfae lamMdns that bleat o'er the hraes, 
While birds warble weAoome in ilka green shaw; 
But to me it's ddightkis-'-aiy Name's ava. 

The snawdrafK and firimrose oUr DiK>odlands adorn. 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the morn ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nanie — and Nanie's awa. 

Phou lav'rock that springs frae the dews o' the lawn. 
The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking dawn. 
And thou mellow mavis that hmls the night^a'. 
Give over for pity— my Nanie's awa. 

Come, autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray. 
And soothe me Wf tidings o' nature's decay : 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-dritring snaw, 
Alane can delight me — now Nanie's awa. 



SONG. 

GAY. 



All ia the downs the fleet was moor'd. 
The streamers waving in the wind, 

Wben blackre/d Susan came on board : 
Oh ! where shall I my true love find? 

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true. 

If Biy sweet William safls among thi^ crew. 
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WWean, who high upon the yard, 
RockM with &t biliows to and fro; 

Soon as her weU known voice he heard. 
He sigh'd, and catt his eyes below: 

The cord slides gently thro' hb avowing hands 

And quick as lightning on the oeck he stands. 

So the tweet lark, h^ pott*d in tar. 
Shuts dose his pinions to his brent, 

(If chance his mate's shrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her nest : 

The noUest captain in the British fleer 

Might envy William's lips those kisses sweet. 

O Susan, Susaa, lovely dear 1 

My vows shall ever true renudn. 
Let me kiss off that (ailing tear. 
We ofAy part ta meet again: 

ye last, ye winds, my heart shall be 
1 compass that still points at theew 

Bdieve not what the landmen say. 
Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind; 

HhiefH tell, tet sulors when away. 
In eveiy port a mistress find: 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tdl you so* 

For uou art present wheresoe'er I go. 

If to fidr India's coast we saH, 
Thy eye» are seen in diamonds bri^it^ 

Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale, 
Thy slun is ifory so wlute; 

Thus every beauteous object that I view. 

Makes in my soul some charms of lovely Sue. 

Tbo* batties call me from thy arms, 

^jtt not my pretty Susan mourn, 
llio* cannons foar» yet safe from harms 

William shall to his dear return: 
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But» ly to gloomy caFe» a prey^ 

Panue £e windings of the glen. 
To shun the beams m cheerful day. 

And the gay luuuits of happier men. 

O wad the lass I dvna nam^ 

JBut deign ae kindly smile on me, 
Spfing yet might renovate my frame. 

And lig^t anew ny languid e'e. 

Then, O ! ye warblers on the tree, 
How sweet wad be your melting strain— 

But ae -kind look she winna ^e. 
And a' your joys I view with pain, R. WCi 



SONG. 

fiURMd. ' 

Now spring has clad the groves in green. 

Ana strew'd the lea w? (lowers ; 
The furrow'd, waving com is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers ; 
While ilka thing in nature join, • 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O why thus all alone are mine 

The weary steps of woe ! 

The trout within yop wimpling bum 

Glides swift, a silver dart. 
And safe beneath the shady thorn 

Defies the angler's art: 
Mylife was ance that careless stream^ 

That wanton trout was I; 
But love, wi' unrelenting beam. 

Has BcorcU'd my fountaiiu dry. 



The fittle flowVet's peaceful lo^ 

In vonder cliff that growth 
Which, save the Unnef^s %ht, I woL 

Nae rader visit knows, 
Was mine: till love has oV me past. 

An' blighted a' my Uoom, 

And now beneath the withering blast 
My youth and joy consume. 

The wakened lav'rock warbling stirings. 

And climbs the early sky, 
WimiowiD^ blythe her dewy wings » 

In mommg's rosy eye; 
As little reckt I sorrow's power. 

Until the flowerv snare 
O* witching love, m luckless hour- ' 

Made me the thrall o' care. 

O had my fate been Greenland snows. 

Or Afric's burning zone, 
Wi* man and nature leagu'd my foes. 

So P^ggy ne'er Td known i 
Thewretch whose doom is, « hope nae mair,»' 

wnat tongue ms woes can tell I 
Within whase bosom, save despair. 

Nae kinder ^^mu dwell. 



BONNIE CHIRSTY. 

aAMSAX^. 

How sweedy smells the shmner green I 

Sweet taste the peach and cherry: 
Painting and order please our e'en. 

And claret makes us merry : 
But finest coloiu^, fruits and flowers. 

And wine, though I be thirsty, 
Lose a' their charms, and weaker powers 

Compar'd #ith those of Chirsty, ' 

VouU. E 10 
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Wlien wand'rii^ o'er the flow*ry paric^ 

No nat'ral beauty wanting. 
How lightsome 'tis to hear the lark^ 

And birds in concert chanting? 
But if my Chirsty tunes her yoice^ 

I^n rapt in admiration; 
My thoughts with ecstasies rejoice^ 

And drap the hale creation. 

Whene'tf she smiles a kindly glance^ 

I take the happy omen. 
And aften mint to make advance. 

Hoping she'll prove a woman; 
But dulnous of my ain desert,, 

My sentiments I smother; 
With secret sighs I vex my heart,. 

For fear she love another. 

Thus saB| Mate Edie by a bum. 

His Chirsty did o*er-hear him; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn. 

But e'er he wist drew near him* 
She spake her favour by a look, 

Which left nae room to doubt herr 
He wisely this white minute took. 

And flang his arms about her. 

My Chirsty ! witness, bonnie stream^. 

Sic joy frae tears ariring ! 
I wibh this may na be a dream ! 

O love the most surprising ! 
Time was too precious now for tank; 

This point of a' his wishes 
He wadna wi' set speeches bank, 

But wdr'd it a' on kisses. 
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to WERT THOU, LOVE, BUT NEAR ME- 

BURNS. 

Tune—** Let meinUdt ae night?* 

FoELOEN, my love, no comfort near. 
Far, far from thee, I wander here; 
1^, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repme, love. 

CBOAtrS. 

O wert ihou^ love, bmt near mr. 
But neoTf near, near wne; 
How kindly thott woulM ckeer me^ 
And mmgle ngkt with nrnte love. 

Around me scowls a wintry sky. 
That blasts each bud of hope and joy; 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I, 
Save in those arms of thlne« love. 
O wert, 4^ 

Cold, altered friendship's cruel part. 

To poison fortune's ruthless dart^>- 

!Let me not break thy faithful heart. 

And say, that fieite is mine love. 

O wert, 4*. 

But dreary tho' the moments fleet, 
O let me think we yet shall meet ! 
That only ray x)f solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 
O wert, 4*c. 



S2 XOTE SONG&* 

I LOV^D A LASS, A FAIR ONEv 

MR. GEO. WITHERS, WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 160^ 

I Lov*D a lass, a fair one. 
As fair as ere was seen. 
She was indeed a rare one^ 
• Another Sheba queen; 
But fool as I then was, 

I thought she lov'd me too. 
But now, alas! she's left me, 
Fidero lero loo. 

Her hair like gold did glister^ 

Each eye was like a star: 
She did surpass her sister, 

Who past all others flu*: 
She woiud me honey calT,- 

She'd, O I she'd kiss me to^ 
But now, alas ! she's left met 
Falero lero loo. 

In summer time to Medley, 

My love and I would go, 
H^e boatman there stood ready^ 

My love and I to row; 
For cream therte would we caU, 

For cakes, and for prunes tooy. 
But now, alasl she's left me, 
Falero lero loo. 

Many a merry meeting 

My love and I have had; 
She was my^ only sweeting. 

She made my heart full gladf 
The tears stood in her eyes. 

Like to the morning dew. 
But now, alas! she's left me^,. * 
Falero lero loo.. 
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And as abroad we walked. 

As lover's fashion is» 
Oft as we sweeny talked, ^ 

The sun would steal a Idsi, 
The wind upon her lips 

Likewise most sweetly blew. 
But nowy alasJ die's left me, 
Falero lero loo. 

Her diedu were like the cherrie, 
Her skin as white as snow. 

When she was blyth and merrier 
She angel like did show: 

Her waist exceeding small. 
The Five's did fit her shoe. 

But now, alas ! she's left mc^ 
Falero lero loo. 

In Biunmer time or winter. 
She had her heart's desire, 

I still did soom to stint her, 
Fitim sugar, sack, or fire ; 

Tlie world went round about. 
No cares we ever knew. 

But now, alas! she's left me, 
Falero lero loo. 

As we walked home together. 

At midnight throv^ the town. 
To keep away the weather, 

• O'er her Fd cast my gown; 
Mo cold my love could feel, 

Whate'er the heavens could do. 
But now, alas ! she^s left me, 
Falero lero loo. 

like doves we would be billing, 
And dqp and kiss so fast, 

Tet she would be imwilling 
That I should kiss the last. 
E5 



They're Judas kisses now, 

Since that they prov'd untrue^ 
For now, alas ! she's left me, 
Falero lero loo. 

To maiden's vows and swearing. 
Henceforth no credit give, 

Tou may pre them the heariiig. 
But nerer them believe; 

They are as false as fair, 
Unconstant, fhdl, untrue; 

For mine, alas! hath left me, 
Falero lero loo. 

' Twas I that paid for all thii^s, 
'Twas others drunk the wue,. 
I cannot now recal things, 
Live but a fool to pine: 
'Twas I that beat the bush, 
ITie bird to others flew, 
For she, alasl hath left me, 
F^ero lero loo. 

If ever that dame Nature, 
For this false lover's sake. 

Another pleasing creature 
Like unto her would make. 

Let her remember this, 
To make the other true. 

For this, alas ! hath left me, 
Falerp lero loo. 

No riches now can raise me. 
No want make me despair,. 

No misery amaze me. 
Nor yet for want I care: 

I have lost a worid itself. 
My earthly heaven adieu, 

tSince she, alas! hath left me,. 
Falero lero loo. 



THE PROMISE) JOY 

Tuns — ^ Carle and the kmg come. 

When we meet again, Phefy, 
When we meet ogam, Phefy, 
Maptures will reward our pain. 
And loss result in gain, Phefy, 

Long the i^rt of fortune driv'n. 
To despair our thoughts were giv^n. 
But otbr odds will all be evei^ 
When we meet agaim, Phely, 
When we meet ugain, PMy, #<?. 

Now in dreary distant groves, 
Tfao' we moan like tintie doves, 
Sufiering best our virtue proves^ 
And will enhance our loves, Fhely. 
When we meet again, Phely, <fc* 

Joy will come ha a surprize ; 
Till its happy hour arise, 
Temper well your love-sick s^fas. 
For hope becomes the wise, Fhely« 

When we meet again, Phely, 
when we meet again, Phefy, 
Raptures will reward our pain. 
And loss result in gain, Phely, 

FRAGMENT. 

BUBNS. 

Tune—** The Caledonian hunfs dxdigkt,^ 

Why, why tell thy lover, 
' Bliss he never must enjoy ? 
Why, why undeceive him, ^ 

Aid give all his hopes die lie? 
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O why, .while fimcy, raptured, dumber^, 
Chioris, Chloris all the theme; 

Why, why wouldst thou cruel. 
Wake my lover from his dream. 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

BURNS. 

Tune—" Ummton dvbh.'* 

Musing on the roaring ocean, 
Which divides my love and me ; 

Wearying Heaven in warm devotion, 
For his weal where'er he be. 

Hope sLnd fear's alternate billow 

Yielding late to nature's law ; 
Whisp'ring spirits round my pillo 

Talk of him that's far awa. 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 

Ye who never shed a tear, 
Care untroubled, joy surrounded. 

Gaudy day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me ; 

Down^ sleep, the curtain draw ; 
Spirits kmd, i^ain attend me. 

Talk of him that's far awa. 



LOVE INVITING REASON. 

RAMSAY. 

Tune — ** Cha mi ma chattel^ na dtukar mi** 

When innocent pastime our pleasures did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree. 

E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely, and loving, and bonnie was she ! 
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Kouse up thy reason, my beaudfu' Annie, 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy ajee ; 

O I as thou art bonnie, be faitlim' ana canny, 
And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee* 

Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the spleen ? 

Can tyning of trifles be uneasy to thee ! 
Can lap dogs and monkies draw tears fhie these e'eff. 

That look with indifierence on poor dyiog me ? 
Rotise up thy reason, my beautifu Annie, 

And oinna prefer a paroquet to me; 
O ! as thou art bonnie, be prudent and canny. 

And think on thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 

Ah i shou'd a new ^own or Flanders lace bead. 

Or yet a wee cottie, tho' ever sae fine, 
Gar thee grow foi^etfu' and let his heart bleed, 

Iliat anes had some hope of purchasiQg tliine ? 
Rouse up thy reason, my beautifu' Annie, 

And oinna prefer ^our fleegaines to me : 
! as diou art bonnie^ be solid and canny. 

And tent a true loyer that doats upon tnee. 

Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sawny, 

Tho' ^It o'er wi' laces and fringes he be. 
By adonng himself, be admir'd by fair Annie, 

And aim at these bennisons promis'd to me ? 
Itouse up thy reason, my beautifu^ Annie, 

And never prefer a light dancer to me ; 
O ! as thou art bonnie, be constant and canny, 

Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 

! think, my dear charmer, on ilka sweet hour. 

That slade awa' wMy between thee and me. 
E'er squirrds, or beaux, or fopp'ry had power 

To rival my love, and impose upon thee. 
Rouse up thy reason, my beautifu' Annie, 

And let thy desires be a' center'd in me; 
0! as thou art bonnie, be faithfu' and canny. 

And lore him wha^s langing to center in thee. 
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THE ROSE IN YARROW. 

Tune— « Mary Scot:* 

'TwAs summer, and the day was fair,' 
Resolv'd a while to fly from care, 
beg;uiling thought, forgetting sorrow, 
I wandered o'er the braes of Yarrow ; 
Till then despising beauty's power, 
I kept my heart my own secure ; 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enslave me. 

Will cruel love no bribe receive ! 
No ransom take for Mary's slave? 
Her frowns, of rest and nope deprive me. 
Her lovely smiles, like light, revive me. 
No bondage may vnth mine compare. 
Since first I saw this charming fmr : 
This beauteous flower, this rose of Yarrow, 
In nature's garden, has no marrow. 

Had I of heaven but one request, 
rd ask to lie on Mary's breast; 
There would I live or die with pleasure. 
Nor ^are the world one moment's leisure ; 
Despising kings and all that's great, 
rd smile at courts and courtiers' fate ; 
My joy complete in such a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow. 

But the' such bliss I ne'er should gain. 
Contented still Fll wear my chain. 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her ; 
For leaving life I'll always love her. 
What doubts distract a lover's mind? 
That breast all softness must prove kind; 
And she shall yet become m v marrow. 
The lovely beauteous rose of Yarrow. 
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TAM GLEN. 

BURNS. 

My heart is a hreakme, dear Htde ; 

Some counsel unto Toe come len' ; 
To anger them a' b a pity; 

But what will I do wi' Tarn Glen? 

I'm thinking wi' uc a bra^fiQow, 

Fn poortith I xnieht make a fen' ; 
What care I in riches to wallow^ 

If I maunna marry Tam Glen? 

There^s Lowrie the laird o' Drumeller, 
* Guid day to you," brute, he comes ben : 

He Ivags and he blaws o' his siller, 

But whan will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

My minn^ does constantly deave me, 
And bids me beware o' young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to decdve me; 
But wha can &ink sae o* Tam Glen? 

My daddie says, gin I'll forsake him» 
He'll ^e me ^md hunder merks ten : 

But, if irs ordam'd I maun tak him, 
O wha will I get but Tam Glen? 

Yestreen at the Valentines dealing. 
My heart to my mou' gied a sten' ; 

For thrice I drew ane widiout failing. 
And thrice it was written, Tam Glen. 

The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam thro' the house staukio. 
And the very grey breeks o' Tam Glen ! 



00 XOVE SONGS. 

Come counsel, dear Uttie, don't tarry: 

ril gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye. will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo*e dearly. Tarn Glen. 

THROUGH THEiJ?OOD LADDIE. 

RAMSAY. 

O SANDY, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 

Thy presence cou'd ease me, 

When naething can please; 
Now dowie I sigh on the bank of the buni;^ 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
Tho' woods now are bonnie, and mornings are clear, 

While lav'rocks are singing, 

And primroses springing, 
Yet nane of them pleases my e^e or m^ ear. 
When through the wood, laddie, ye duna appear. 
That I am forsaken, some spare not to tell ; 

Fm fash'd wi' their scorning, 

Baith eveninff and morning ; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell. 
When through the wood, lacldie, I wander my sell. 
Then stay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away. 

But quick as an arrow. 

Haste here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languor till that happy d^y, 
When through the wood, laddie, well dance, sing and 
play. 



^%%^%»%%%^ 



AFTON WATER. 

BURNS. 

TiTNE— •* Yellow hair'd Laddie:* 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, Fll sing thee a song in thy praise; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her drean. 
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Tilou stock-dove wbow echo reMHmds thro' the g^en. 
Ye wild wfaut'liog biacklnrds in yon thorny den» 
Thou green-cresfed lapwings thy screaniii^ foitair, 
I diaige yoH disturb not my dumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy nd^bouripg hillsy 
Far markM with the courses of dear, winding rills; 
There, daily, I waoder, as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valies below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ; 
There oil as mild evening weq)s over the lea. 
The sweet-scented hirk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy chrystal stream^ Afton, how lovely it slides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy dear wave* 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy creen braes. 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme ofmy lays; 
My Mary's adeep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 



THE PENITENT. 



Tune—** The Lass of Lhingston*' 

PAiN'n with her slighting Jamie's love 
Bell dropt a tear—Bdl dropt a tear; 
ConcealM vrithin a green ucove. 
Hie streamlet neai^— the streamlet near. 
She ponr'd the praises of the youth. 
From fidterii^ . tongue— ^rom faltering tongue, 
• Which now converted was to truth ; 
And thus she sung— and thus she sung, 
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Blest days when our ingenious sex, 

More frank and kind— more frank and kind. 

Did not their lov'd adorers vex ; 

But spoke their mind — but spoke their mind. 

Repenting now she promis'd fyjr. 

Would he return — ^would he return, 

She ne*er again would give him care, 

Or cause to mourn— or cause to mourn. 

Why lov'd I the deserving swain, 

Yet still thought shame — ^yet still thought shame, 

When he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame — to own my flame ? 

Why took I pleasure to torment; 

And seem'd too coy — and seem'd too ooy ? 

Which makes me now, alas I lament 

My slighted joy — ^my slighted joy. 

Ye fair, while beauty's in its spring. 

Own your desire— own your desire. 

While love's young pow'r with his soft wing. 

Fans up the fire— fans up the fire. 

O do not with a silly pride. 

Or low design— or low design, 

Refuse to be a happy bride. 

But answer [dain — but answer plain. 

Thus the fur mourner wail'd her crime. 
With flowing eyes — ^with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time. 
With sweet surprise— with sweet surprise. 
Some chance had led him to the grove : 
His mind unchang'd — his mind unchang'd. 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd. My love, 
I'm now reveng'd— Fm now reveng'd. 
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BONNIE BELL. 

BURKS* 

Ths siDiling 8{Nrii]g comes in rejoidng, 

And suf ^ winter gximly flies : 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters. 

And bonnie blue are the sunnv skies : 
Fresh o'er the mountain breaks torth the momiDg, 

The evening gilds the ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonnie BelL 
. The flowery spring leads sunny summer. 

And yellow autumn presses near. 
Then in his turn comes gloomy wintes^ 

Till smiling spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life aavancing, 

Old time and nature their changes tell. 
But never ranging, still unchanging, 

I admire my bonnie Bell. 

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 

RAMSAY. 

Johnny. 

Tho' for seven years and mair, honour should reave 
me. 
To fields where cannons rair, thou needs na grieve thee: 
For deep in my spirit thy sweets are indented; 
And love shall preserve slv what love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee, rll never leave thee. 
Gang the warld as it will, dearest, believe me^ 
Nbixy. 

O Johnny, Fm jealous, whene'er ye discover 
My sentiments yi^ding, ye*!! turn a loose rover; 
And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart sairer. 
If you prove unObnstant, and fancy we fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me. Oh ! it wad grieve me 
A' the lang ni^ and day, if you decdve me. 
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JOHNNf. 

My Nelly, let never nc &ncies oppress yty 
For while my blood's warm, FU kindly caress ye; 
Your blooming saft beauties first kindled love's fire. 
Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee. 
Gang the warld as it will, dearest believe me. 

Njbixy. 

Then, Johnny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your mistress, for love gars me trow ye ; 
And gin ye prove fause, to ye'er sell be it said thei^ 
Ye'll win but sma' honour to wrang a kind maiden. 
Reave me, reave m& ah ! it wad reave me 
Of my rest ni^t ana day, if ye deceive me. 

Johs/ny, 

Bid ice-sheug^es hammer read gauds on the study. 
And fair summer morning nae mair appear ruddy. 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey y^ 
But never till that time, believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The stams shall gang withershins e'er I depdve thee. 



FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

BUBNS. 

My heart is sair, I dare na tell, 

My heart is sair for somebody ; 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake o' somebody. 
Oh-^on! for somebody! 
Oh*hey 1 for B(Hnebody 1 
I could range the world around, 
For the sake o' somebodj^. 
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Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 

O, sweetly smile on somebody ! 
Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh4ion for somebody ! 
Oh4iey for somebody ! 
I wad do — ^wKat wad I not ! 
For the sake o* somebody. 



SONG. 

Ask me not how calmly I 
AJl the cares of life defy ; 
How I beffle human woes, 
Woman, woman, woman knows. 

You may live and laugh as I, 
You, like me, may cares defy ; 
All the pangs the heart endures. 
Woman, woman, woman cures. 

Ask me not of empty toys. 
Feats of arms and drunken joys; 
I have pleasures more divine ; 
Woman, woman, woman's mine« 

Raptures more than fools can know. 
More than fortune can bestow. 
Flowing bowls, and conquer'd fields. 
Woman, woman, woman yields. 

Ask me not of woman's arts. 
Broken vows, and fsdthless hearts; 
Tell the wretch who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman lives. 

All delights the heart can know^ 
More than folly can bestow; 
Wealth of worlds and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woroap, woman brings. 

3 
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MY LUVE'S LIKE A RED RED ROSE. 



O, MY luYc^s like a red, red roses 
That* 8 newly sprung in June : 

O, my luve*8 like the melodie 
That's sweetly pla/d in tune. 

As fair thou art, my bonoie lass. 

So deep in love am I: 
And I will love thee still, my dear. 

Till a' the seas gang di'y:. . ,...,. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the son; 

I will love thee still, ray dear. 
While the sands o' life shall run. 

And fare thee well, my only luvel 
And fare thee weel a while ! 

And I will come i^ain, my luve, . 
Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 



%>*^»^^v*^^ 



THIS IS NO MY AIN HOUSE. 



This is no mv aia house, 

I ken by oie riggmg o't; 
Since with my love I've changed vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o't. 
For now that I'm young Robite's bride, 
And mistress of his fireside. 
My ain house I like to guide. 

And please me with the triggmg o't. 

Then farewell, to my fatiber's house, 
I gang where love invites me; 

The strictest duty this allows, 
When lore with honour meet! me, 
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When H^men moulds lu into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuse him were a un» 
Sae hug's he kindly treats met 

When I am in my ain house, 

True love shall be at hand ay. 
To make me still a prudent spouse. 

And let my man commana ay ; 
Avoiding ilka cause of strife. 
The common pest of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife. 
And breaks the kindly band ay. 



ADDRESS TO A LADY. 

BUANS. 

Tune — ** Lou o* LivinggkmJ^ 

Oh, wert thou in the eauld blast. 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I'd shelter thee, Fd shelter diee: 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee Uaw, 
Thy beQd should be my bosom. 

To share it a', to share it a'. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bore, sae Uadk and bare, 
The desert were a paradise. 

If thou wert there, if thou wert diere. 
Or were I monarch o' the ^ebe, 

Wi' thee to rdgn, wi' tMe to reign; 
The brkhtest jew3 in my crown. 

Wad i)e my queei^ wad be my queen* 
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MY DADDY FORBADE, MY MINNY FORBADE* 

RAMSAY* 

When I think on my lad, 
I sigh and am sad. 
For now he is far frae me : 
My daddy was harsh. 
My minny was warse. 
That gart him gae yond the sea: 
Without an estate. 
That made him look hlate. 
And yet a brave lad is he : 
Gin safe he come hame. 
In spite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 
Love speers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wise. 
That nae but a bairn \\ke me, 
That looks upon cash, 
As' naething but trash, 
That shackles what shou'd be free. 
And tho' my dear lad, 
Not ae penny had. 
Since qualities better has he; 
Albeit I'm an heiress, 
I think it but fair is. 
To love him, since he loves me. 
Then my dear Jamiei 
To thy kind Jeanie, 
Haste, haste thee in o'er the sea. 
To her wha can find 
Nae ease in her mind. 
Without a Uythe sight of thee. 
Tho' my cuddy forbade. 
And my minny forbade. 
Forbidden I will not be; 
For since thou alone 
My favour hast won^ 
Nane el«e shall e'er get it {or me. 
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Yet them FH not grieve. 
Nor without their leave 

Gie my hand as a wife to thee; 
fie content with a heart, 
That can never desert 

Till they cease to oppose or to be. 
My parents may prove 
Yet fiaends to our love. 

When our finn resolves they see : 
Then I with pleasure 
Win yield up my treasure. 

And a' that love orders to thee« 



SONG. 

BUBNS. 

Tune—** Morag:* 

O WHA is she that loes me, 
And has my heart a keeping ? 

O sweet is she that loes me. 
As dews o' simmer weqping. 
In tears the rose buds steeping* 

CHOBUS. 

O thai^i the iaitie o* my heart 
My lassie ever dearer ; 

O thc^s the queen o* woman kind. 
And ne^er a one to peer her. 

If thou shalt meet a lassie. 
In grace and beauty charming^ 

That e'en thy chosen lassie, 
Ere while thy breast sae warming. 
Had ne'er 6ic powers alarming. 
Othaes,&c. 
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If thou hadst heard her talking^ 
And thy attention's plighted. 

That Oka body talking, 
But her by thee is slighted ; 
And thou art all delighted, 
O tkaes, ^. 

If thou hast met this fair one ; 
When frae her thou hast parted. 

If every other fair one. 
But her thou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken-heaHed, — 
O thae$, 4-c. 



SONG. ^ 

DR. BYROM. 

Tune— « AUoa4umer 

My time, O ye muses, was happily spent. 
When Phebe went with me wherever I went ; 
Ten thousand sweet pleasures I felt in my breast; 
Sure never fond shepherd like Colin was blest: 
But now she is gone, and has left me behind. 
What a marvellous chaxige on a sudden I find ! 
When things were as fine as could possibly be, 
I thought 'twas the spring; but alas ! it was she ! 

With such a companion, to tend a few sheep. 

To rise up and pby, or to lie down and sleep ; 

I was so good humour'd, so cheerful and gay. 

My heart was as light as a feather all day: 

But now I so cross and so peevish am grown. 

So strangely uneasy as never was known; 

My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd. 

And my heart, I am sure, it weighs more than a pound. 
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The fountain that wont to run sweetly along. 
And dance to soft munnurs the pebbles among. 
Thou know'sty little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 
'Twas pleasure to look at, 'twas music to hear : 
But now she is absent, I walk by its side. 
And still as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 
Must you be so cheerful while I go in pain? 
Peace then with your bubbling, and hear me complain. 

When lambkins around me would oftentimes play. 
And when Phebe and I were as joyftd as they. 
How pleasant their sporting, how happy the time. 
When spring, love, and b^ty were idl in their prime 
But now, in thev frolics, when by me they pass, 
I flin^ at their fleeces a handful of grass ; 
Be stdl then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad. 
To see you so merry, while I am so sad. 

My dog I was ever well pleased to see. 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog said. 
Come hither, poor fellow, and patted his head : [ 
But now, when he's fawning, I, with a sour look, 
Ciy, Sirrah, and give him a blow with my crook : 
And ril give him another : for why should not Tray 
Be as duU as his master, when Phdiie's away ? 

When walking with Phebe, what sights have I seen ! 
How fiur was the flower, how fresh was the green ! 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the shade. 
The com fields and hedges, and eveiy thing made 1 
But now she has left me, tho' all are still there. 
They none o* them now so delightful appe^; 
'Twas nought but the magic, I Snd, of her eyes, 
Made so many beautiful prospects arise. 

Sweet music went with us both, all the wood thro'. 
The lark, linnet, throstle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whisper'd, flocks by us did bleat. 
And diirp went the grasshopper under our feet : 
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But now she is absent, tho' still tfaey sing on, 
The woods are but lonely, the mdody's gone : 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have founds 
Gave every thing else its agreeable sound. 

Rose, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 

And where is the violet's beautiful blue ? 

Does ought of their sweetness the blossoms beguile; 

That m^ow, those daisies, why do they not smile? 

Ah ! rivals, I see why it was that you drest. 

And made yourselves fine-^for a place in her breast; 

You put on your colours to pleasure her eye, 

To be pluck d by her hand, on her bosom to die. 

How slowly time creeps till my Phebe return ! 
While amidst the soft zqihyr's cool breezes I bum ! 
Methinks, If I knew whereabout he would tread, 
I could breathe on his wings, and 'twould melt down 

the lead. 
Fly swifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 
And rest so much longer for't- when she is here. 
Ah ! Colin, old time is yet full of delay. 
Nor will budge one foot faster for all thou canst say. 

Will no pitying power that hears me complain. 
Or cure my disquiel^ or soften my pain ? 
To be cur'd, thou must, Colin, thy passion remove^ 
But what swain is so silly as to live without love ? 
No dsky bids the dear nymph to return, 
Tlio' ne er was poor shepherd so sadly forlorn* 
Ah ! what shall I do ! I shall die with despair ! 
Jake heed, all ye swaini^ how ye love one so finr« 
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SONG. 

BUBNB* 



Jockey's ta'en the potiiig ktag, 
O'er the mountauiB he is gane; 

And with him is a* my bUts, 
Nought but grieft wnik me remain. 

Spare my luve, ye winds that blaw. 
Flashy sleets and beating rain ! 

Spare my luve, thou featheiy 6naw» 
Drifting o'er the frozen plain ! 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the &ir day's gladsome e'e^ 

Sound and safely may he sleep. 
Sweetly blithe his waukening be ! 

He will tfabk on her he loves. 
Fondly he'll repeat her name; 

For where'er he distant rores. 
Jockey's heart is still at hame. 



%%«>«%%^^'»^ 



TO ALL YOU LADIES NOW AT LAND. 

EAKL OF DORSET. 

f Written at sea, in 1€65, the mght b^ore on engagement. J 
Tune — ** The topsails shiver in the windJ' 

To all yoa ladies now at land. 

We men at sea indite : 
But first would have you understiwd 

How hard it is to write : 
The muses now, and Neptune too. 
We must implore to write to you. 

For tho' the muses should prove kin^ 
And fill our empty brain: 
Vol. n. G 
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Yet if rough Neptune rouse the wind. 

To wave the azure main. 
Our paper, pen and ink, and we 
Roul up and down our ships at sea. 

Then if we write not every post. 

Think not we are unkind. 
Nor yet conclude our ships are lost 

By Dutchmen, or by wind : 
Our tears we'll send a speedier way. 
The tide shall bring them twice arday. 

The. king wilft^onder and surprise. 
Will 8wea?«m^^8 ^rpw bold. 

Because the tides^will' mgher rise 
Than e'er they did oCold. 

But let him know it is our fears 

Bring floods of tears to Whitehall stairs 

Should foegy Opdam chance to know 

Our sadandifiBmal story. 
Hie Dutch would scorn so weak a foe. 

And quit their fort at Goree; 
For what redstance can th^ find 
From men who've left thdr hearts behind ? 

Let wind and weather do its worst. 

Be you to us but kind : 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curse. 

No sorrow we snail find : 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our friend, or who's our foe. 

To pass our tedious hours away. 

We throw a merry main ; 
Or else at serious ombre pla^. 

But why should we, in vain. 
Each other's ruin thus pursue? 
We were undone when we ie^ you. 
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But now our fean tempestuous grow. 

And cast our hopes away, 
Whilst you, rc^garcuesft of our wo^ 

Sit careless at a play : 
Perhaps permit some happier man 
To kiss your hand or flirt your fan. 

When any mournful tune you hear. 

That dies in every note. 
As if it sigh'd with each man's care. 

For being so remote ; 
Think then, how often love we've made 
To you, when all these tunes were play'd. 

. In justice you cannot refuse 

To think of our distress. 
When we, for hopes of honour, lose 

Our certain happiness; 
All our designs are but to prove 
Ourselves more worthy of your love. 

And now we've told you all our loves. 

And likewise all our fears : 
In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for our tears; 
Let's hear of no inconstancy, 
We have too much of that at sea. 



SONG. 

BUENS, 

Tune—" Humours of Glen:' 

Thsir groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon^ 
Where bright beaming summers exalt the perfume. 

Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' ereen breckan, 
Wi' the bum stealing under the Tang yellow broom. 
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FVir dearer to me are von humble broom bowers^ 
Where the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly unseen : 

For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers, 
A listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. . 

Tho' rich is the breeze in their gay sunny vaDeys^ 

And cauld, Caledoma's blast on the wave; 
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud 
palace, 

What are they? The haunt of the tynaat and slave I 
The slave's spicy forests, and gdd-bubbling fountains^ 

The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain; 
He wanders as free as the wind on his mountains. 

Save love's willing fetters the chains o' his Jean* 



THE WOUNDED HUSSAR. 

CAMFBELL. 

Tune— « Captain (/Xean:* 

Alone to the banks of the dark-rolling Danube, 

Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er : 
O whithier, she cried, hast thou wander'd ray true love^ 

Or here dost thou welter and bleed on the shore? 
What voice have I heard? 'twas my Henry that sigh'd : 

All mournful she hasten'd, nor wander'd she far. 
When bleeding and low, oo the heath, she descnr'd, 

By the light of the moon, her poor wounded Hussar. 

From his bosom that heav'd, the last torrent was stream- 
ing* 

And pale was his visage, deep mark'd with a scar. 
And dim was that eye, once expressively beaming, 

lliat melted in love, and that kindled in war. 
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How smit was poor Adelaide's heart at the si^t ! 

tiow bitter sne wept o'er the yicdm of war ! 
Hast thou come, my foUd love, this last sorrowful night. 

To cheer the lone heart of thy wounded Hussar? 

Thou shalt live, she replied: Heaven's mercy relieving 

Each anfi;uishing wound, shall forbid me to mourn. 
Ah ! no, the last pang in mv bosom is heaving; 

No light of the morn shall to Henry return : 
Thou charmer of life, jsver tender and true. 

Ye babes of my love, that await me afar. — 
His falt'iing tongue scarcely could murmur, adieu ! 

When he sunk in her arms, the poor wounded Hussar. 



MY BONNIE MARY. 

fiURNS. 

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine. 

An' fill it in a silver tftssie ; 
That I may drink before I go, 

A service to my bontiie lassie; 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith ; 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the fen|( ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun lea*e my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked ready; 
Thfe shouts o* war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody; 
But it's not the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad make me langer wish to tarry ; 
J^or shouts o' war that's heard afar« 

It's leaving, thee, my bonnie Mary. 
' G3 
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THE FAITH ON HER LIP I HAVE SWORN. 

Tb^ shadows of eve 'ran to steal o'er the earth, 

To Eliza my heart I confess'd ; 
Love sanction'd the moment to hope that gave buth; 

On her lip a soft kiss I impress'd. 
I saw her warm check like heavVs canopy glow. 

When Aurora empiuples the mom. 
She loves me ! — my (aim let me never forego, 

The fiaith on her lip I have sworn. 

This bosom, tho' fervid with youth and with healti^ 

In all else shall persuasion control ; 
Sid me fly from the charm of amlntion or wealth. 

Or die jovs of the bright qparkling bowl I 
But Eliza, dear maid ! till in earth Vm laid low. 

In my heart shall her image be borne : 
While she loves me, my fiiith I will never for^. 

The faith qn her lip I have sworn. 



»%<%%%«%'»»»% 



SONG. 



Pars thee wed, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare mee weel, thou best and dearest ! 
Thme be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love and pleasure ! 
Ae fond loss, and then we sever ; 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep m heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee. 
Waning si^ and groans Til wage thee. 

rU ne'er blame my partial fimcy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy: 
But to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
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Ha3 we never lov'd floe kindlvy 
bad we Dever lov'd sae blindly, 
Never met— or never parted. 
We had ne'er been bioken-^earted. 

Wha can say that fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me^ nae checrfu' twwkle lights me; 
Dark demir around beni^ts me. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 
Ae fereweel, alas, for ever ! 
Still my heart is in th v bosom. 
Thou my first and only chosen. 
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MARY, I BELIEVD IHEE TRUE. 

T. MOOEX. 

Maby, I bdiev'd thee true, 
And I was Uest in thus believiiig; 

But now I mourn that e'er I knew, 
A girl so fwr and so decdviqg. 

Few have ever lov'd lU^e me, 

Oh ! I have lov'd thee too sincerely; 

And few have e^er decdv'd Iflte thee, 
Alas i decdv'd me too severely ! 

Fare thee well 1 — ^yet think a while. 
On me, whose bosom bleeds to doubt tfaee; 

Who now would rather trust that smile, 
And die with thee than Here without thee^ 

Fare thee well !— FU think of thee ! 

Thou leav'st me many a bitter token; 
For see, (istracting woman ! see. 

My peace is gone^ my factft is broken* 
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THE SIGH O' SWEET RETURN. 

LAING. 

TuNB— " Coitn/jy Lassie:' 

Whbre low the winding Lemno fa's. 

An' flow'rets gem the infant year; 
An' where aboon surrounding shaws 

Finhaven's ruins rise in air, 
'Twas here o' luve I breath'd the sigh. 

An' there wi' Peggy by the bum, 
Ae night enfaulded 'nealb the brae, 

I h^'d the sigh o*^ sweet return. 

Dear scenes o' rapture— doubly dear. 

Where luve is paid wi' luve agen. 
Where stounUns, for the hatefu sneer, 

Wi' loupin hearts we meet at e'en ^ 
We hae nae mony words to say — 

But aften till the dawn o' morn, 
Below the scroggie Castle-brae, 

We breathe the sigh o' sweet cetonk. 

'Tis nae in a' the art o' pnuse, 

Tho' lovehr woman lend her ear ; 
Tls nae to gie an* proffer braws, 

Tho' lovely woman wish to wear: 
Na, na, — the lowin' hours o' bliss. 

The silent tank o* luve we learn— 
The balmy kiss— the fond embrace— 

The meltin' sigh o' sweet return* 



THE BONNIE LAD THATS FAR AWA. 

BUJiMS. 

O HOW can I be blythe and glad, 
Or how can I gang brisk and braw. 

When the bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
h o'er the hills and fiar awa? 
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lt*8 no the frosty winter wind. 
It's no the driving drift and snaw ; 

But ay the tear comes in my c^e, 
To think on him that's fir awa. 

My father pat me fime his door, 
My friends thc^ hae disown'd me a , 

But I hae ane will tak my part. 
The bonnie lad diat^s far awa. 

A pair o* gloves he gave to me. 
And silken snoods he gave me twa ; 

And I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

The weary winter soon will pass, 

And spring will deed the birken-«haw; 

And my sweet babie will be bom. 
And he^ll come hame that's &r awa. 



soNa 

ti.. M'noaoAL. 

(OBIOINAL.) 

Tune—** The hanks of^ Devon.** 
Bt Cart's gentle stream as I'm penfflvely straying. 

And mixing my moan with the flower-shaking gale, 
*Tts pleasant to see the young lambkins a playing, 

And croping the blue belk that grow in the dale. 
But my thougjhts ever wander awa to my Jamie, 

Now sailing afor on the wide spreadii^ sea, 
The press-gang unfeelingly tore my love firac me. 

And left me to wander alane on the lea. 

Though simmer's gay mantle bedecks the green moim- 
tain. 

Though the blackbird smgs sweetly in ilka lone di|iw. 
Yet weaiy 1 wander, the slow moments counting, 

My heart's wi' my Jamie who's far &r awa. 
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The dew droukit primrose nae pleasure can gie me. 
The sang o' the gowdspink is tastless'to me. 

Since the press-gang unfeelingly tore my love &ae me. 
And left me to wander alane on the lea. 

O calm be the swell of the jAue curling billow, 

Saft be the breath of the sail-bending breeze. 
Waft hame my Jamie again to my pillow. 

Secure from the dangers and toils of the seas. 
For the rude shock of l»ttle nae mair he'll need lea' mc^ 

The war's at an end, a' the nations are free ! 
Then haste hame my smlor, my hero, my Jamie, 

To rove wi' your Jean on this flower coyerM leak 



ANNA'S URN. 

£ncompass'd in an angel's frame. 

An angel's virtue's lay : 
Too soon did heav'n assert it's claim. 

And call'd its own away. 
My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms. 

Can never more return i 
What then shall fill these widow'd arms-? 

Ah me ! my Anna's urn ! 

Can I forget that bliss refin'd, 
Which, bless'd with her, I knew ? 

Our hearts in sacred bonds entwin'd, 
' Were bound by love too true. 

That rural train, which once were us'ib 
In festive dance to turn, 

So pleasM, when Anna they amus'd. 
Now weeping deck her urn. 

The soul escaping from its chain. 
She clasp'd me to her breast. 

« To part with thee is allmy pain !'* 
She cried» then sunk to rest ! 
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WhUe mem^y shall her seat retain, 

From beauteous Anna torn. 
My heart shall breathe its ceaseless strain 

Of sorrow o'er her urn, 

Ther^ with the eaiiiest dawn, a dove 

Laments her imirder'd mate: 
There Philomela, lost to love, 

Tells the pale moon her fate. 
With yew and ivy round me spread. 

My Anna there I'll mourn ; 
For all my soul, now she is dead, 

Concentres in her urn. 
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YOUNG JOCKEY. 

BUaNB. 

Young Jockey was the bijithest lad 

In a* our town or here awa; 
Fu' blithe he whistled at the guad, 

Fu' lightly danc'd he in the ha' ! 
He roos d my e'en sa6 bonnie blue, 

He roos'd my waist sae genty sma; 
An' ay my heart came to my mou. 

When ne'er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockey toils upon the plain. 

Thro' wmdandweet, through frost and snaw; 
And o'er the lea I leuk fu' fain 

When Jockey's owsen hameward ca'. 
An' ay the n^ht comes round again. 

When in his arms he taks me a' ; 
An' ay he vows he'll be my aSn 

As lang*8 he has a breath to draw. ' 
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DRINK TO ME ONKT. 

BEN JOHNSON. 

DwNr to me obIv with thine eyes^ 

And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 

And ril not look for wine. 
The thirst that in my sonl doth nse, 

Doti^ ask a drink divine ; 
But might I of Jove'fe nectar sip, 

1 woidd not change for thine. 

i sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much hon'ring thee, 
As giving it m hope, that there 

It would not withered be. 
But thou thereon didst only breathe. 

And sent it back to me; 
Since when, it grows and smells, I swear„ 

Not of itself, but thee. 

WAE IS MY HEART. 

BURNS. 

Wae is my heart, and the tear^s in my e*e; 
Lang, lang jo/s been a strwiger to me: 
ForSken and friendless my burden I b^r^ 
And the sweet voice o^ pity ne'er sounds m my ear. 

Love, thou hast pleasures; and deep h«I lo^J 
Lov^ thofi hast sorrows ; and sair hae I proved : 

Bultfi^bruised heart that now bleedsm my breast. 
I can feel by its throbbings wiU soon be at rest. 
O if I were, where happy I hae been ; 
Down by yon stream and yon bonnie castle green . 
For there lie is wand'ring and m«9>ng ^^ |»^, 
Wha would soon dry the tear frw Phillis s e c. 
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SONG, 

FAJINXLU 

Whsn thy beauty appears in graces and airs^ 
All bright as an angel new dropt from the sky; 

At distance I ^e, and am aVd by my fears. 
So strangely you dazzle my eye. 

But when without arf^ your kind thoughts you ilnpart. 
When your love runs in blushes through every vein; 

When it darts in your eyes, when it pants in your heart, 
Then I know you're a woman agam. 

lliere's a passion and pride in our sex, she relied. 
And thus, might I gratify both I would do:— - 

Still an angel appear to each lover befflde^ 
But still be a woman to you. 

SONG. 

PABNSZ.L. 

My days have been so wondrous freci 

The little birds, that fly 
With careless ease from tree to trec^ 

Were but as blest as I. 

Ask i^iding wateh, if a tear 

Of mine increased their stream? 
Or ask the flying gales^ if e*^ 

I lent one sigh to them? 

But now my former days retire, 

And Fm bv beauty caught. 
The tender chains of sweet desire 

Ajre fixed upon my thought* 

voL,n. H 10 
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Ye mghtiDgaleSy ye twistiDg pines ! 
Ye swains that haunt the grove! 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds! 
Ye close retreats of love ! 

With all of nature, all of art, 

Assist the dear design; 
O teach a young unpractisM heart, 

To make fair Nancy mine. 

The very thought of change I hate> 
As much as of despair; 

Nor ever covet to be great, 
Unless it be for her. 

'Pis true the passion in my mind 
Is mixed with soft distress; 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wish it less. 



TO ALTHEA, FROM PRISON. 

LOVELACE. 

When Love, with unconfined wings. 

Hovers within my gates. 
And my divine Althea brings 

To whisper at the grates: 
When I lie tangled in her hair. 

And fettered to her eye — 
The birds, that wanton m the air. 

Know no such liberty. 

When flowii^ cups run swiftly round 

With no flaying Thames, 
Our careless heads with roses bound. 

Our hearts with loyal flames; 
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When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 

When hearts and thoughts go free- 
Fishes, that tipple in the de^. 
Know no such liberty. 

When, liqnet-like confined, I 

Widi shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty. 

And glories of my king : 
When I shall voice aloud how good 

He is, how great shall be — 
Enlaiged winds that curl the flood. 

Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison moke. 

Nor iron bars a cage; 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for a hennitage.^ 
If I have freedom in my love^ 

And in my love am free, 
A^|els alone, that soar above, 

£njoy such liberty. 



»»»%^%»%»» 



SONG. 

B£V» THCmAS lUraKLU 

'Tis not a dieek that boasts the ruby's gl^w, 

The neck of lyory, or the breast of snow; 

'Tis not a dimple known so oft' to charm. 

The hands soft polish, or Ike tapering arm; 

'Tis not the braided lock of golden hue. 

Nor red'ning lip that swells with vernal dew; 

'Tis not a smile that blooms with young desire, 

'Tis not an eye that sheds celestial fire : 

No, dearest, these are not the charms that move 

My heart to fold thee in eternal love; 

But 'tis that soul which from so fair a frames 

Looks logb and tells us 'twas from heaven it came. 
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THE FAREWELL. 

KEV^ THOMAS RUSSELL. 

Adieu, thou darling of my heart. 
Whom never more these eyes shaB view ! 

Yet, once again, before we part — 
Nymph of my soul again adieu. 

Yet one kiss more ! this kiss the last 
That I will ask or thou shalt givcv 

Though on my lips it dies too fast^ 
Shall always in my mem'ry live. 

But then each tender thmu^t of me 
Blot out for ever from thy breast; 

Nor heed what pangs I feel for thet^ 
While with another thou art blest ! 

To him, whom heaven has made thy mate» 
Thus, thus thy beauties I resign: 

He boasts, alas! a happier fate,^ 
But not a purer heart than mine. 

Yet let him make thy bless his care, 
As I (thou knowest it) would have done; 

My love for thy sake he shall share^ 
My envy only for his own. 



THE INVITATION. 

BICHARD80N. 

Fair lady, leave parade and show, 
O leave thy courtly guise awhile; 

For thee the vernal breezes blow. 
And groves and flowery vallies smile : 
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For no conceited selfish pride 

Corrupts thy taste for rural joy ; 
Nor can thy gentle heart abide 

The taunting lip, or scornful eye. 

Nor scorn nor envy harbour here, 

Nor discord, nor profane desires: 
No flattery shall offend thine ear. 

For love our faithful song inspires. 

When smiling mom ariseth gay. 

Gilding the dew-drops on the lawn; 
Our flocks on flowery uplands stray. 

Our songs salute the rosy dawn. 

When noontide scorcheth all the hills. 
And all the flowers and herbage fade, 

We seek the cool refreshing rills, 
That warble through the greenwood, glade^ 

But when the lucid star of eve 

Shines in the western sky serene. 
The swains and shepherdesses weave 

Fantastic measures on the green. 

O lady! change thy splendid state. 

With us a shepheroess abide ; 
Contentment dwells not with the great, 

But flies from avarice and pride. 

The groves invite thee; and our vale, 
Wnere every fragment bud that blows, 

And eveipr stream, and every gale, 
Will yield thee pastime and repose. 
Ha 
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A SLAVE to love's unbounded sway, 
He aft has wrought me meikle wae; 
But now he is my deadly fae, 
Unless thou be my ain. 
O lay. thy loofy ^c* 

There's mony a lass has broke my rest, 
That for a blink I hae lo'ed best; 
But thou art queen within my breast, 
For ever to remain. 
lay thy loof^ S^c. 



O ONCE I LOV'D A BONNIE LASS. 

BUBNS. 

O ONCE I lov'd a bonnie lass. 

And av I love her still. 
And whilst that virtue warms my Inreas^ 

ril love my handsome Nell. 

As bonnie lasses I hae seen. 

And moiiy full as braw, 
But for a modest gracefu' m&n ^ 

Her like I never saw. 

A bonnie lass, I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the e'e, 
But without some better qualities 

She's no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet. 

And what is best of a'. 
Her reputation is complete. 

And fair without a flaw. 
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She dresfles ay sae clean and neat, 

Baitfa decent and genteel; 
And then there's something in her gait 

Gars ony dress look weel. 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 

May slightly touch the heart. 
But its innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart. 

'Tis this in Nelly [leases me, 

'Us this enchants my soul; 
For, absolutely, in my breast 

She reigns without control. 



MY LADrS GOWN THERE'S GAIRS UPOKflT, 

My ladies gown therf^s gairs vpon*i. 
And gowden apraingt toe rare upviCtz * 
But JenM^sjimps andjirhinet^ 
My lord tkmks muchle tnair upouU^ 

My l6rd a hunting he is gane. 
But hounds or hawks wi' him are naa§. 
By Colin's cottage lies his game. 
If Colin's Jenny be at hame. 
My ladies gown, S^c, 

My lady's white, my lady's red. 
And kith and kin o' Cassillis' blude. 
But her ten-pund lands o* tocher gude 
Were a' the charms his lordship lo'ed. 
My ladies goton, Sfc, 

Out o*er yon moor, out o'er yon moss, 
Whare gor-codis thro' the heather pass. 
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There wons auld Colin's bonnie las^ 
A lily in a wilderness. 
My hdy^i gown. ^, 

Sae sweety move her genty limbs, 
Like music notes o' lover's hymns: 
The diamond*dew in her e'en sae blue. 
Where laughing love sae wanton swims. 
My ladtfi gouniy ^c. 

My lady's dink, my lady's drest. 
The flower and fancy o the west; 
But the lassie that a man lo'es besl^ 
O that's the lass to mak him blest.. 
My lad^s gown, 4rc^ 



AULD ROB MORRIS. 

BUBNS. 

Theab^s auld Hob Morris that wons in yon 
He's the kinff o* gude fellows, and wale of auld me^i^, 
He has gowd in his cuflers, he has owsen and kine; 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May; 
She's sweet as the ev'ning amang the new hay ! 
As blithe and as artless as the lambs on the le^ 
And dear to my heart as the light to my e*e. 

But oh ! she's an hdress, auld Robin's a laird. 
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and yard : 
A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed; 
The wounds I mmm hide, that will soon be my dead. 

The day comes to me, but delight brin^ me nane ; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane; 
I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist. 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast. 
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0, bad she but; been of a lower degree, 
I then might bae bop'd she wad smil'd upon me ! 
0, how past describmg had then been my bliss, 
As now my distraction no words can express ! 



WHISTLE AN' I'LL COME TO YOU 



p whittle an PU come to ymi^ my lady 
O whistle an PU eome to you, my lad; 
Though father and nwther -and a* ihould gae mad, 
O whistle an* PU come to you, my lad. 

But warrilly tent, when ye come* to court me> 
And come nae unless the back yett be a^jee ; 
Syne up the back stile and let naebody see, 
- Ajid come as ye were na comin to me, 
And come, &c. 

O whisUe, ^c. 

At kirk, or at market whene'er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho' that ye car'd nae a flie; 
But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black e'e. 
Yet look as ye were na looking at me. 
Yet look, &c. 

whistle, Sfc» 

Ay vow and protest ye care na for me. 
And whyles ye may lightly my beauty a wee; 
But court nae anither, tho' jokin ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae mt. 
For fear, &c. 

whistle, ^c. 
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O POORTITH CAULD. 

BQBNS. 

Tune—" Ikad a Hor8e.\ 

O POORTITH cauld, and restless lore, 

Ye wreck my peace between ye ! 
Yet poortith a' I could forgive. 
An' 'twema for my Jeanie. 

O why shotddfate stich pleature have. 

Lovers dearest bands untwining? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love. 
Depend on Fortune* s shifting? 

Tins warM's wealth, when I think on. 
Its pride, and a the lave o't, 

Fie, fie, on silly coward man. 
That he should be the slave o't. 
O why, 4rc, 

Her een, sae bonnie blue, betray. 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is her o'erword ay. 
She talks of rank and passion. 
O why, ^c. 

wha can prudence think upon. 

And sic a lassie by him? 
O wha can prudence think upon, 

AiM sae in love as I am ? 
why, 4^c, 

How blest the humble cottar's fate? 

He wooes his simple dearie : 
The silly bogles, wealth and state* 

Can never mak' him eerie. 
O why, Sfc, 
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DUNCAN GRAY. 



DimcAN Gkat cam Yiett to woo. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

On biythe yule night, when we were fou. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t. 

Maggie coost her head fu' I 

Look'd asklent an - xinco «ke 

Grart poor Duncan stand abe^h; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t. 

Duncan fleech'd« an' Duncan pra/d, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o'L 

Meg was deaf as Ailsa Cra%, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Donean vigh'd baith out an* in, 

Gmt his een baith bieaPd an* blin', 

Spak o^ lotting o'er a lin. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Hme an' diance are but a tide. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Slighted love is sair to bide; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 
For a haughty hizzie die; 
She may gae to France— for me! 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

How it comes let doctors tell. 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Meg grew ^dc— ^ hie grew well. 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For reHef, a sigh she brings. 
An' oh! her een they spiSk sic things; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Vol. II. I n 
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Duncan was sttl^AoT ^Kice^ 
Ha, ha, the wooing 6\; 



'8 was a piteous ca^, 

Ha, ha, the wooii^ o't^ 
Diincan coid4.na b^hffr 4wt|i«, 
Swelling pity smK^r'd hb. wcanh :. 
Now. tl^Qe^orouei^ancl fi^Atji-lwIil^ 

Hb^ h% the WQQWg Q%- 






TimB— •^ fiStlttft riTaten.'* 

THEBE'sbraw, btfljw-lftds-.OttYaBWW'braw^ 
Ye wanf{(»' tl^Q*'' t^. bloKHmag! keathee ;; 
But Yarrow braes,, i^n Sl)tn<^ shaws. 
Can match t^ IftcbiQ' GaUa wdea 

But there is ane^- a secret ane, 
Aboon them a' F to'te hite better^ 

An' I'll be his, an' he'll be min^^ 
The bonnie lad. o' Gfell&rwatcr. 

Although his daddle was nae liiird, 
An' tho' I hae na^meikle tocher—. 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love, 
We'll tent our flofik^l^K GaUa^waibeVk 

It ne'er was w^tjidl^ it: ne'-er wns- wealthy 
That coft contenlment^ peaee^. or pleMure; 

The bands an' hlm^o' mutual lOTe, 
O that's the chiofesft wuldf^ treasusB! 



BUBNS. 

YuNB— * &ughie trrafmm^ 

''^ O^Hor ol^Tlote were iFbimed ffowv 

.. f'lamtgrawfiillbiitbetaitle.itt^ 
** And I fnysef « drap o' dew, 
** Into her bonnie weas^ te fa' ! 

'^ O ! there, ^c^md csyressiflii bkat^ 
** Fd feast on beauty a* die night; 

^ SeaPd on her si^ifMriaft fitidds to reft, 
« Xm fley'd awa' by Pimbus i^t.** 

O were my love yon I3kic fair, 
Wi' purple bloKoms to the fpriog^ 

And I, a bird, to shelter ther«^ 
When wearied on n^ little wing( 

How I wad mourn, '^eil It W£is €om 
* By autumn wil<], and winter Tud^ 1 ' 
But I wad sins on wanton wiqg. 

When youtwi' M^y its bloam f«new'd« 



Of all the gay Adwm on the Dwk biodiaiKi^ ftih, 

Youi^ Traqr« alone, with fond ttttuspoit t ste; 
She's die joy of IM' h«ar^^HBhe*s tbe babn <& toy ear&— 

She's my ne'er udling fomiiaai «f moodiness afid glee. 
O bW were the^MttMits ^emiAnt I met TresBy^ 

And blest was the smile thitt altr«cted My e'o— 
More blest was thd fittig whttn my aih deai^Mit kMat^ 

Confess'd the regard which ilve jMrs UMom^ 
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Her return was not that of a soft flattering tongue, 
That speaks of fond love ^en the fidse heart is free^ 

To feelings more noble her bosom is strung/ 

And the tranfiport of truth fills her bhie rolling eye. 

grant me! kind heaven, but health and my TVeasy^ 
All dse do thou deal as seems meet unto thee; 

1 ne'er can be poor when I faa'e my dear lassie-^ 

She is wealthy she b fame, and contentment to me. 



%l%^^^r^»>»»^ 



PVE BEEN COURTING. 

TvE been courting at a lass, 

Thesfe twenty &js and mair; 
Her father winna gie me her. 

She has sic a gleib of gear. 
But gin I had her where I wou'd» 

Amang the heather here, 
Fd strive to win her kindness^ 

For a' her father's care. 

For she's a bonnie sonsie lass^ 

An armsfu',' I swear; 
I wou'd many her without a coat^ 

Or e'er a plack o' gear. . 
For, trust me, when I saw her firsV 

She gae me sic a wound. 
That a" the doctors i' th& earth 

Can never maL me sound. 

For when ahe^s absent frae my m^tO^ 

I think upon her still;. 
And when f sleep, or when I wake^. 

She does ray senses fill. 
Mfl^ Heaven guard the bonnie Um 

That sweetens a' my life; 
And shame fa' me gin e'er I seek. 

Anitber for m^ wife. 



HERE AWA', THERE AWA'. 

Heus awa*, there awa', here awa' Willie, 
Here awa*, there awa*, liere ftwfc' hame; 

Lang have I sought thee^ dear have I bought thee. 
Now I havjB gotten my WiUk aghili. 

Thro' the lang muir I hate followed my WDlie^ 
Thro' the tang muir I have ft^Uow'd mm hmnc^ 

Whatever betide vu^ noo^ shufi divide us; 
Lowe now rewards $Xk diy iorvow and |Mibk 

Here awa', there awa*, here aW, Willie, 
Here awa', there awa^ here awa' hanie;; 

Come Love, believe in& na^iung can grieve me^ 
Uka, thing pleases while Willie's at mtae. 

BANKS Of FORTH. 

Tons—'' Botlm Catties 

AwAKB, my love, with genial ray 
The sun r^ttriiilig glads the 4u^i 
Awake) UMbahiiy^epbyf blowij, 
The hawthorn bl6otiis, the didfly ajlows. 
The trees regid* tlielr f «f dant pride, 
The turtle wooes hb ttindtifbnde. 
To love eadi wwUtf tuned his Amg, 
And Forth in dimples glkl^ alon|^ 

O more than blooming daisies fair! 
More frdgrant than the v^hal air! 
More gentle than the turtle dove. 
Or streams that murmiir through the grove! 
Bethink diee all is on the wing. 
These plea^uf 6s Wait on wasting springi 
Then come, the tfahsierit bliss enjoy; 
Nor few what fleets s^ ftst n^ <^y. 
I3 , 
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LADY ANN BOTHWELL'S 
LAMENT. 

Balow, my boy, lie still and deep. 
It grieves me sore to hear thee weep: 
If tbou'lt be Hknt, I'll be glad. 
Thy raounuog makes my heart full sad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy. 
Thy &dier bred me great annoy. 

JBaloWy my boyy lie still and sleeps 
It grievet rite sore to hear thee weep 

B&Iow, my darling, sleep a while, 
And when thou wak'st then sweetly smile: 
But smile not as thy father, did. 
To cozen maids, nay, God forbid; 
For in thine eye his look I see. 
The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balow, my boy, ij^c. 

When he began to court my love, 
And with his sogar'd words to move,. 
His tempting face, and flattering cheer. 
In time to me did not appear ; 
But now I see that cruel he 
Cares nather for hb babe nor me* 
Balow, my hoy, ^c. 

Farewell, farewell, thou falsest youth 
That ever kiss'd a woman's mouth; 
Let never any after me 
Submit unto thy courtesy: 
For, if they do, 0! cruel thou 
Wilt her siyuse, and care not how. 
Bidow^ my boy, 4*^, 



ijoym donfon^ IDS 

I was too credlmu at the first, 
To yield thee ali a maiden diint. 
Thou swore for evgar true to prove. 
Thy faith unchai^d, unchanged thy love; 
But quick as thought, the change is wroi^^t^ 
Thy love's no more, thy promise nought. 
Bakw, my boy, ^e, 

I wish I were a maid again. 
From young men's flattery I'd refrain. 
For now unto my grief I find. 
They all are perjur'd and unkind: 
Bewitching charms bred all ray harms. 
Witness my babe lies in my arms. 
BaloWf my boy^ ^. 

I take my fate fi*om bod to worse 
That Imust needs be now a nune, 
And lull my young son on my lap. 
From me, sweet orphan, take the pap^ 
fialow, my child, tny mother mild 
Shall wail as from all bliss exil'd. 
Balow, my boy^ ifc, 

Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 
Wbose greatest grieTs for wronging thee^ 
Nor pity her deserved smart. 
Who can blame none but her fond heart; 
For, too soon trusting latest finds. 
With fairest tongues are falsest minds. 
Balow, my boy^ ^c. 

Balow, my boy, thy father's fled. 
When he the thriftless son has pla/d^ 
Of vows and oaths forgetful, he 
Preferr'd ^ wan to thee and me; 



But now, perfaa|M^ tby cwi6 snd mkio 
Make him «Mt aeorns with tho «wiliei 

But cune not bim; perluips uow ii\^ 
Stung with remome, is blesdlng thee j 
PerfaaoB at death; for who can tcti. 
Whether the Judge of heaven and hell. 
By some proud foe has struQl^thfaUo^^ 
And laid the dear deceiver low* 
Bidow, my boy, 4^« 

I wish ! were into the bounds, 
Where he lies smotherM in his wounds. 
Repeating, as he pamslbr ^, 
My name, whom once he cali'd his fair} 
No woman^s yet fO fichiely feet, 
But she'U ftMgive, dKMi^i not fwgti. 

If linen lacks, for my \6yeh sake, 
Then quickly to Mm would I make 
My smock, once for his bi^d^ meet, 
And wrap him in that winding-sheet. 
Ah me! how happy bad I been. 
If he had ne'er befoi wrapt therein. 
Salaw, my boy, ^c, 

Balow, my boy, 1*8 wwp for thee: 
Too soon, alake, thou'lt weep for me t 
Thy griefs are growhig fo a turn, 
God grant thee patience when they come; 
Born to sustain thy mother's shame^ 
A hapless Jate, a bastard^s name* 

Baiow, my b&y, He gHU 4tnd ileep, 
It grieve* me tore t9 h$tat tka wiifp. 
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j6ckey said to jenny- 
Jockey said to Jenny, Jenny wilta' do't? 
Ne'er a bit, quo' Jenny, for my tochergood;; 
For my tochergood, I winna marry thee. 
E'ens ye Uke, quo'^ Jockey, ye may let me be. 

I hae gowd and eear, I hae land enough, 
I hae seven gooa owsen ganging in a pleug^ 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linking o'er the lee. 
And gin ye wmna tak me» I can let ye be* . 

I hae a good ha' house, a bam, and a byre^ 
A stack befofe l^e door^ I'll mak a ranting fire; 
m mak a ranting fire, and meny shall we be; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 

Jenny said to Jockey, Gin ye winna tell. 
Ye sail be the lad, I'll be the lass myseT;. 
Ye're a bonnie kid, and I'm a lassie free, 
Ye're wek(imer to tak me than to let me be. 



FEB HIM, FATHER, FEE HIM. 

Saw ye Johnny cumin, quo' she. 

Saw ye Johnny cumin. 
Saw ye Johnny cumin, quo' she,. 

Saw ye Johnny cuHiitt; 
Saw ye Johnny cumin, quo' sh^ 

Saw ye Johnny cumin; ^ 

Wi' his blue bonnet on lus head. 

And his dogie rinniuy quo' she^^ 

And his dogie riunin? 



d 
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Fee him, father, fee him, quo' she, 

Fee tiim, Ikheis (sehm; 
Fee him, father, fee him, quo' she, 

Fee hia^y father, lee hun^ 
For he ig a igallaat lad. 

And a weel-doin; 
Ajod a' the wark about the houses 

Gaes wi' me when I see him, quo* she, 

Wi' me when I see him. 

IWbat wffl 1 io^him^ tiiziiie, 

Wfcaft will do ^ him? 
HeS ne^er a^smk ujptm ^tis btitk 

And I ha'e nane to gi'e him. 
I ha'e twa aarks ittto wy kbt. 

And aoe o' them I'll ;^e kuaf 
Andte a mwk o' joair £ee 

I>imia«tieipd ^' him, ^uo' ilie, 

Diana stand wi' him. 

For inreel do I lo*e hhn, quo* ^e, 

Weel do I lo*e him; 
For wed do I lo'e hitn, quo* shft, 

Weel do I lo'e Mm. 
O fee him, father, fee him, quo' she, 

Fee him, father, fee fatkn; 
He'll haud the pleugh, thrash in the barn. 

And crack wi' me at eW, •que* she^ 

And crack wi' me at e'en. 



WALY, WALV. 

O WALY waly up HMe %Mik^ 
And waly Wly ^6»mi ^itt Urae, 

And waly waly y&n lMim-«idi6, 
Whera I and my love Vmt wont tbpie. 



1 leant my tedH unto an iOk^ 
I thou^t It was a trusty tree ; 

But first It bow'd', and' syne it brake^ 
Sae my tract Idtq (fid Ijdgjitlia vrn^ 

waly waly buttovebe bosnie 

^ Itttfe'ttme white it is new; 
But when its auU it waxetb coMf 

And fades awa' li^ morning- dM. 
O wherefore sh^tt^d I bmk my iieaJ? 

OrwHqrefeov shoufiM lune my hm? 
For my true love has mai fiitsool^ 

And says hell never lo'^e me maiiu 

Now Arthur-seat sail bi|: my^ bod^ 
The sheets salt ne'er b« tyMflQr m»^ 

Saint Anton's well sail be i«9f dvi«k^ 
Since my tme \m» hasi forsalieB- me^ 

Marti'mas win^ wbaft wite tbttf* blaivv^ 
And sbalte tba gpe^liwm aff tbtttDae?^ 

gentle death, wluw wilt thour eui»? 
For of my life I am wearie. 

^Hs not the frost that freezes fell. 

Nor blawiog, snaw's inclemencie; 
*Tis nae sic cauld thaLmaka me orv^ 

But my loveTs heart gromk caulo'to me. 
MThen we came in by Glasgow towOit 

We were a comely sight ta.see^ 
My love was cled i' theblack velvet. 

And I mj^sel* in cramasie. 

But had I wist before I Bss^d, 
That love bad been sae iU tO'Wni^ 

1 had locked m^ heart in a case o' gowd^ 

And pinn'd it wi' a* siHbr pin. 
Oh, oh! if my ywipg babe waMrbiMni, 

And set upon, the* onvse^S' knoe^ 
And I mysel were dead andgpoe t 

Since my true lo7er»itoakeft]B^ 



THE ABSENT LOVER. 

MISS SLAMI&E. 

What ails this heart o* mine? 

What ails this wat'ry e'e ? 
What maks me ay turn as cmild as death. 

When I tak leave o' thee? 
When thou art &r awa'* 

Thoiflt dearer grow to m^ 
But change o' fouk and change o' plac^ 

May gar thy fancy jee. 

Then I'll sit down and moan. 

Just by yon spreading tree> 
And gin a leaf fa* in my li^, 

I'll ca't a word free thee. 
Syne HI gang to the bower. 

Which thou widi roses tied, 
'Twas there by monie a Mushhig bud 

I strove my love to hide. 

I'll doat on ilka spot 

Whare I hae been wP thee; ' 
m ca' to mind some fond love tale. 

By ev'ry bum and tree. 
*Tis hope that cheers the mind, 

Tho' lovers absent be. 
And when I lihink I see thee still, 

I'll think rm stiU wi' thee. 



^i»%^i%»%>V%» 



DONALD AND FLORA. 

JIACNEIL. 

Wben merry hearts werie gay, 
Careless of ought but play. 
Poor Flora slipt away, 
Sad'ning to Mora :' 
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Loose flow'd her yellow hair. 

Quick heav'd her boflom bare, 

Aod thus to the troubled air. 

She vented her sorrow: 

Loud howls the northern blast, 
Bleak is the dreary waste; 
Haste then, O Donald, haste. 

Haste to thy Flora. 
Twice twelve long months are o'er. 
Since on a foreign shore 
You promised to fight no more, ' 

But meet me in Mora. 

Whare now is Donald dear? 
(Maids cry with taunting sneer); 
Say, is he still ancere 

To his lov'd Flora?— 
Parents upbraid mv moan; 
Each heart is tumM to stone; 
Ah, Flora ! thou'rt now alone, 

And friendless in Mora ! 

Come then, O come away! 
Donald ! no longer stay ! 
Where can my rover stray 

From his lov'd Flora? 
Ah ! sure he ne'er could be 
False to his vows and me ! 
Heavens ! is't not yonder he. 

Comes bounding o'er Mora ? 

Never, O wretched fair ! 
(Sigh'd the sad messen^r,) 
Never shall Donald mair 

Meet his loved Flora ! 
Cold as yon mountain's snow, 
Donald, thy love, lies low ! 
He sent me to sooth thy woe, 

While weepii^ in Mora. 
Vol. IL K il 
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WellleoglitM 

On Soni^igB's plm; > 

Thrice icd the bcndle tTMin 

From Britiab gkny^ 
But, though our foes did fLee, 
Sad was each victory! 
For youth, love, and" loyaRy, . 

Fell far, far from Mora \ 

Htre^. tab» thk loive-wrotiglit fka^ 
Donald, expiring, said^ 
Give it to yoa dear msJd^ 

Drooping m Mbi»s 
Tell her^ O Allan, tell ! 
Donald thus bravely fbH. 
And' that in his last ferewelT 

He thought on his Flora t 

Mute stoad the tembling fiur, 
Speechleaifr with* wild dje^eao ! 
StriluDg her boseiift bare. 

She 8igii>'d, Poor Flora! 
Oh Donald ! — ^well-arday ! — 
Flora no more conid say ; 
At length the sound died away 

For ever in Man ! 

SONG. 



Since my uncle's dead I've lads enew, 
Wha never came before to woo^. 
But to the laddie FIL be true. 

That lo'ed'me first o' onies 0^ 
Fve lads enew since I gut g^ar. 
Before, my price, wad never sjpier^ 
But there's nane to me is halt sae dear, 

As my trae.lover Johnnie^ 0.. 
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O wed I mind me o' the time, 
Whan they did laugh at me and mine, 
But Vl\ Mir then lack in thdr «m coii^ 

Aad «how them I lo'e Johnnk^ 0; 
rU «c^r tegei ^ youthfci' da^ 
WhaQ i hae <aft been ^di'DGn alaes^ 
And rowin' in the breckan braes, 

Wf the llower V Caledonia* 

iffelHird oottflB in «ii^ tdk ray dad, 
Sayt *6anlf I •am growmg mad. 
And tella my mam. I \oe a lad 

tliars neilher rich not bonnie, 0. 
The laird is but a silly gowk. 
For iho' my Johnnie h^ nae stock. 
He id the flower o* a* the flock, 

And the pride o' Caledonia. 

And now juy wedding day is set, 
"Kae langer I will hae the pett. 
But pleasantly Til pay the debt, 

IVe Mg been awn to Johanie^ O. 
MmtikdkatiMm oatt affvour ooat» 
We'll datictt a red iipo' the spot, 
Gie^ Jp&b aade a wedding o*i. 

Or snod your Cockemonie, O. 

Now laddies baud your lassies dl% 
And lassies a* your eoaties kik. 
And we shall hae a hearty lUt, 

Since I hae got my Johnme, O. 
Fve got my Johnnie hard and fast, 
Tho' monie frowns between us piBt, 
But now I hae him safe at last, 

May peace crown Cdedonia ! 
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SONG, 



Ye flowers that so lately^ fresh blooming and ga^, ^^ 
With blossoms of gold, did my cottage adorn, 

I behold you now langubh« and droop> and decay,"<^ 
And my bosom with grief and with anguish is torti, 

O bloom still, and flourish, lest Fate from my mind, 
Or misfortune, should cause the remembrsmce to flec^ 

Of the lily-white hand, and the heart warm and land 
Of Anna, who brought you from £dnam to me. ', 

Say, what must I do to preserve your fair hue? 

No flow'rets were e'er so much lov'd or so dear; 
Shall I warm you with sighs ? Shall I often bedew 

Vour petals arid soft downy leaves with a tear? 

Ah, no ! 'tis in vain; you are ceasing to bloom, 
Your fragrance is fled, and your bright tints dec^; 

Faithful emblems of me, thus my old age will come; 
Thus my youth and its raptures will vanish away. 

But old age may come, and youth's nptures may flee^ 
Fate combine with misfortune to saaden my heart; 

O Anna, my friend ! the remembrance of thee 
Shall never, till death, from my bosom depart*. 



% % %^%%%%%» 



COME AWA' Wr ME, JENNY* 

O COME awa', come awa% 

Come awa' wi' me, Jenny ; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 

Whase smiles anes ravish'd me, Jenny. 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 

That aught sail alter me, Jenny; 
or vou're the mistress of my min4 

Whate'er you thiid^ of me, Jenny* 
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First when your sweets enslav'd my beart 

You seemed to favour aie, JeaDy; 
But now, alas J ytou act a part 

That speaks uoconstancy, Jeooy. 
tJnconstancy is sic a yice, 

*Il8 not befitting thee, Jenny; 
It suits not with your virtue nice 

T0 gany^sae t0 me, Jenny. 

, Tax AMflWZE. 

HAUD AWA' FRAE ME DONALD* 

O H41JD awB^ baud awa% 

Hand swa' ihie me, Donald; 
Your heart b made e'«r laige for anct 

It is Dot meet for me, Donald ; 
Some fickle mistress thou ma/st find 

Will jilt as fast as thee, Donald; 
To ilka ftwaia ^e will prove kind, 

And nae less kind to thee, Donald* 

But f ve a heart that's iftiiethiBg such, 

*Ti8 flird Mih honesty, Donald; 
V\\ ne'er love monie-^ra love nmch, 

I hate all leivity, Donald. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 

Your heart is chain'd to rame, Donald; 
For words of falsehood ill defend* 

A roving love like thine, DoQidd» 

First when you courted, I must own 

I frankly favoured you, I>onakdi 
Apparent worth and fair renown 

Made me believe you true, Dotiald. 
nk virtue then seem*d to adorn 

The BwiQ esteemed by me, Donald> 
But now the mask fall^ a§^ I soom 

To w«ra « thotight oo tbte^ Doorid. 
Kir 
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And now, for ever, baud awa', 

Haud awa' from me, Donald; 
Gae seek a heart that^s like your ain^ 

And come nae mcdr to me, Donald:; 
For ril reserve mysel* for ane. 

For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
If sic a ane I calina find, 

I'll nVer lo'e man nor thee, DmiakL 

Then I'm the man, and false report 

Has only tald a lie, Jenny; 
To try thy truth, and make us sport. 

The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 
When this ye prove, and stiU can love^ 

Then come awa' wi' me, Donald; 
Fm weel content, ne'er to repent 

That I have snnl'd on thee, Donald. 



OCH HEY, JOHNNY LAD. 

TANNAHIIX. 

OcH hey, Johnny lad, 

Ye're no sae kind's yc doud ha'e becis 
Och hey, Johnny lad ! 

Ye didna keep your tryst yestreen. 
I waited lang beside the wood, 

Sae wae an' weary a' my lane; 
Och hey, Johnny lad ! 

It was a waefu' night yestreen. 

I looked bv the whinny knowe, 

I looked by the firs sae green, 
I looked o'er the spunkie howe. 

An* ay I thought ye wad hae been. 
The ne'er a supper crost my craig. 

The ne'er a sleep has clos'd my een, 
Och hey, Johnny lad ! 

Ye^re no »€ kind's ye soud hae been. 



Gin ye i^tf waidn^ by the wood. 

Its I was waitin' l^ the thorn, 
I thought it was the place we set. 

An' watted naist lill dawmng fluonn, . 
But be nae vext, my bonnie lass. 

Let my waiting stan' for thine; 
We'll awa' to Craigton shaw, 

An' stek the joys we tint yestreen. 



KATE OF BOGIE. 

lU HATBICK. 

Tune—* Could KaU in Aberdeen!*, 

The night had gently edg'd away 

Behind the western ocean. 
And beamuig mom's impurpl'd ray. 

Gave dkire firesh emotion. 

The rake who shuns the li^ht of day. 

Had finish'd his last cogie. 
When through the fields I hied away. 

The bonnie haughs o' Bogie. 

The lazy mist o'erspread the lawn. 
The cottage, and the palace, 

Till by the orient breezes blawn, 
Frae Bogie's fertile vallies. 

There I espied beside a tree. 

With her pipe, her crook, and dogie^ 
Tending sheep with rural glee. 

My Kate, the pride of Bogie. 

Her face was of the fairest hue. 

With ilka grace adorning; 
Like roses blushing in the dew, 
- When Phoebus sheds the manoKg, 
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She, all uncoBfeiottB^ void of futli^ 

Nor sour, nor idly vogiei 
Would coiMiesMidiB{;i tmeetif woik 

Ob a' die sivams o* fiogioi 

The birds were chauntittg ^midst the hcmef$f 

Ilk to its loving marrow; 
While she Attun'd her vocal powers, 

To sing of Tweed and Yarrow* 

When thus her charms g^e true delig^ti 

May ill befa* the rognie 
Who in his bosom carries spite, 

Or guile to Kate o* Bogio» 

Were I as rich as I atn poor« 

IM make her ^ueen o' Bogie; 
But love shall with my life endure | 

She's welcome to my cogie. 

Kings may reign widi powerfol my^ 

And cotjrtiers dress so vqgie; 
But I am proud and blest as tiiey, 

With Kate the pride o' Bogie. 



SONG* 

A. JAKIESON* 
(OEIGIKAL.) 

TtJkE-*-" O^er the Muir among die Heather J* 

The cowslips sweet the bauks adota; 

The meadows green the snaw-white lily) 
The crimsonM nnwi the bioowii^ ihom* 

Breathe flun^od fragrioc^ down the Valki^. 
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How sweet to roam these scenes sae gay i 
Where scented woodbines twine thq;ither; 

But sweeter far for me to stra^, 
Wi' Jessy 'maqg the bloommg heather. 

The Laverock hails the early dawn. 

At heavea^s gate her song renewing ; 
And, brisk, across the dewy lawn. 

The maukin whids, his mate pursuing: 
While, bursting, nature's general song^ 

Invites the morning sweets to gather. 
And at her call I hie along 

To Jessy 'mang the blooming heather. 

When dindome mirth is hush'd to rest. 

And toil is on her couch reposing, 
O then !~ with her Im doubly bles^ 

My every tender thoittht disclosing^ 
Nor sordid gowd, nor tiued wealth. 

My free bom soul shall ever tether; 
Give me c6ntent and rosy hetJtJi, 

Wi* Jessy 'mang the blooming heathcTi. 

ADIEU. 

A, JAlfXBSON. 

Amtv wy love^yon pur^ded east 
Proclauns approachixig day. 

That glass has ceaseless run its last. 
And bids us haste away. 

Still could I linger in thy arms- 
Still breathe the meltmg s^; 

For here, methlnks, 'twere matchless blist^ 
To liV^— to love — ^to die. 

Relentless, though the stem decree 
Has fix'd the hour we part^ 



118 LOV% %oVi^' 

Norchne, tior'pkM<e, how nvtM <8o(^«r, 
Cfm change tfa» fiiidrfnl heait. 

That sparkling tmr f H kim away, 
A true love pMgt to me; 

Reflected in the crystal drop, 
Methinks thy thoughts I see : 

Methinks, they say, ^ Let ^Mtnne tsule. 

Or ivoW, yet I'll be thw, 
Till, with onr latest breMh, we Budoe 

The Um^ the last adien.** 
Then with this kiss we seal our loipe^ 

Let Hesven a witness bo*— 
And this, and this,-^betokenin^ tmi^ 

Thy plighted f^h to me. 



SONC. 

(0IIJGIN.4L.} 

Tuins--« Uie Pone** 

VvL through the lonely valley by vonder spreading tree. 

Where nature blithe rejoicing smiles, the evening sun to 
see 

Now glittering o'er the iewy fields, where sportive ze- 
phyrs blaw, 

Amang the leaf-clad birfcB "tfMKt tiloain in yon green shaw. 

Upon the bending sau^b-laree ^vaasag leaves o^ flier grqr. 
The blackbird chaunts hifi Ivf of love, tSie linde <k>wa 

the bfftte 
Sings sweetly frae the slaethoni, wfcane ilka iJiii^ lookt 

braw, — 
The mavis frae the blocmiBg \fA% in yon {reeniiiaw* 

She's lately cross'd the meadow sod thra^ the ydlow 

broom, 
Where stands the bonnie woodbine IvQwer thRA a* 0ae 

full in bloom. 



To meet toit ^ocatl^lh^ bMrih^m bgr dM tnUm" buN 

iue'9.iaV 
Amang the lea^dad birka thai Uoaoi is jon peuk shaw. 

There, scorning wealth and grandeur, at ease we will 

redine, 
While round us in the bymB'Of eve- the voocUand chorus 



And sweefe the kiss — sineeie the rowv shaU pasa between 

us twa» 
Amang the leiMad buibsi thiMi bhxuniini jon gnacn shaw. 

X, . 

LOVELT JEAN. 

The splendours of i6m evening sky 

Had gilded yonder cUffi with gold. 
The western breeze was heard to sigh. 

And bfuflh the white waives 9A thi^ foiled; 
And sinking in the ditsing. west>**- 

The beaming star of day was secn^ 
When last those winding shores £ tsae'd^ 

la converse with my lovely Jean. 

Delusive hope insptr'd the whiles 

My heatft witb more than waated< gtee; 
And fondfy deem'd her anget smile, 

The pledge of pleasures yet to be: 
Aff^en, ft»wtth>d^hted^e|^es 

I view'd kcH^ mid and* meldng mem, 
My» fttsquent prayef to. heaven^ wonM rise, 

For lostftig bitts ^ lovely J\ean; 

Th^ soty moan on dtew bnght wiagi 
Haa ehat^d^afiff the shades id n^t^;* 
^ And o^ the flowfry^hesomfd spnng^ 

Pours her pore streams. ofpu^e Kghc: 
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Has wakenM with her whispering breath. 
The wood-lark in the covert-men; 

But ah ! the day-cold hand of death 
Has clos'd the ^es of lovely Jean. 

Below that trodden sod she lies, 

A cold, a barren wintry tomb. 
Nor ceaseless time, as yet, supplies 

The long green grass, the daisie's bloom. 
But coming days shall shortly bring. 

To dress that sod, the liveliest ^reen; 
And widow'd linnets there shall sing 

The plaintive dii^ of lovely Jean. 



i»*»%*^^»%» 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH ! 

BVEN8. 

Tune—** Bonnie House ofAirfyy 

Oh, open the door, some pity to shew. 
Oh, open the door to me. Oh ; ^ ' 

Tho' thou hast been fiedse, I'll ever prove true. 
Oh, open the door to me. Oh. 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek. 

But caulder thy love for me, Oh; 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart, 

Is nought to the pains frae thee, Oh. 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wav<t> 

And time is setting with me. Oh; 
Pause friends, fause love, fareweel 1 for mair. 

m ne'er trouble them, ncv thee, Oh. 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide^ 
She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh I 

My true love she o^'d, and sank down by his tide. 
Never to rise agam, Oh» 
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SONG. 

Tune—" The Botme Lou of Brankwm^ 

As I «ame in by Te?iot side. 

And by the braes of Branksome^ 
There first I saw my bonnie bride, 

Young, smiling, sweet, and handsome ; 
Her skin was safter than the down. 

And white as alabaster; 
Her hair a shining wAy brown ; 

In straitness none surpass'd her.. 

Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek. 

Her clear een were surprising. 
And beautifully tum'd her neck. 

Her little breasts fust rising : 
Nae silken hose witn gushets fine. 

Or shoon wi' glandne laces. 
On her bare le^, forbade to shine 

Well-«hapen native graces. 

Ae little coet, uid bodice whiter 

Was sum of a' her daithing ; 
Even these o'er mickle ^--mair ddyte 

She'd given clad wi' naithing. 
She lean'd upon a flow'ry brae, 

Bv which a bumie trotted; 
On her I gtowr^d my sani away. 

While on her sweets I doated. 

A thousand beauties of desert 

Before had scarce alarm'd me, . 
Till this dear artless struck my heart; 

And, but designing, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love, close to my breast 

I clasp'd this fund of blisses ; 
Wha smiPd and sud. Without a priest. 

Sir, hope for nouriit but kisses. 
Vol. n. Is 11 



1*8 Lot« iM>imft. 

t bad kiae heart to do hdt harm^ 

And yet I couldna want her; 
Wluit she d«xi«ttide«t Uka ehano' 

Of her^s pled, I shouM grant her* 
Since heaven had d^K t^ me « fowdl^ 

Strait to the kirli I led her; 
There pli^ed her my Mth and tt&it^, 

Aai a young' lac^ made her. 

THE SILKBN SlsbOIOED LASOtB. 

Coming through the broom at e'en 
And coming thsMigh the h0onm sm draary^i 

The lasde lost her sMken snood,. 
Which cost her many a bltrt aad btear cTc* 

Fair her hair, and brent her brow. 
And bonnie blue her een when near y«; 

The mair I nvie'd her bonme mou. 
The mair I wi^*d her for my dearie. 

The broom was lang, the lassie gay. 
And O but I was unccy cheerie; 

The snood was tint, a wdl a di^iy ! 
For mirth was* turn'd te^ Wirt and blear e^?. 

I prest her hand^i she si^'d^. I w<M»'d, 
And spier^d, What gars ye sob, my dearie ? 

Quoth she, Fve lost my siUken snood; 
And nerer mair can look sae cheerie. 

I said, Ne*er mind the silken snood, 
Nae langer moium^ nor Took sae drearj* ; 

ril buy yoit ane that's twice as goodf, 
If you'll Consent to be my dearie. 

Quoth shft ]£ yon will aye be mine,. 
Nae mair the snood shall make me dVealy : 
I voVdf. lacail^d,. and bioss tfaa time, 
Iliat in the bvoDw I Met «gr deasieh 
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Oil HAG lost my silken snood. 
That tied my hair sae yellow; 
Pve gi'en my i»m to tbe lad I looVi^ 
He was a gallant fellow. 
' Ahdiumte U weely my hmu&e dow^ 
And twine it wed the phidem ; 
7%e lauie lott her sOken Mmaiy 
In puling o' the breckan. 

He prais'd my Ben -sae 4»ennie blue, 

Sae lilj^ wJiite my slu^i, O, 
And syne he prie'd my bonnie mou, 

Aqd flaid* it was oae «in» O. 
And tiMne it wed, 4^. 

But he has left the lass he looM, 
His own true love forsaken ; 

Which g vs me sair to greet the snoo$l« 
I lost amang the breo^ao. 
And twine it wed^ Sgc, 



THE LOWJLANDS OF HOLLANXX 

My love has built a bonnie ship, and sent her on the sea, 
With seven score good mariners to bear her company; 
There's threescore is sunk, and threescore dead at sea. 
And the lowlands of HoUand has twmM my love and me 

My love he built another ship, and set her on the main. 
And naue but twenty raariners lor to bring her hame; 
But the weary wind began to rise^^nd the sea be^n to rout. 
My love then and his Itonnie slnptum'd withernnns about. 

There shall n^Acr ootf oome on my head, nor comb 

come in my hair. 
There shall ndther «oal nor cande light diina in my 

bower mair; 



124 JLOVE SONGS. 

Nor will I have another love ontil the day I die : 
For I never lov'd a love but one» and he's drpwn'd lit 
the sea. 

O hand your tongue, my daughter dear, be sdU and be 

content; 
There are mair lads in Gralloway, ye needna sait lament* 
O ! there is nane in Galloway, there's nane at a' for me: 
For I never Wd a love but ane, and he's drown'd in the 

sea. 

RED GLEAMS THE SUN. 

Red gleams the sun on yon hill tap. 

The dew sits on the gowan ; 
Deep murmurs through her glens the Spey> 

Around Kinrara rowin. 
Where art thou, fairest, kindest lass i 

Alas \ wert thou but near me. 
Thy gentle sOul, thy melting' e^e 

Would ever, ever cheer me. 

The lavrock sings among the clouds. 

The lambs they sport so cheerie. 
And I sit weeping by the birk; 

O where art thou my dearie ! 
Aft may I meet the morning dew ; 

Lang greet till I be weary; 
Thou canna, winna, gentle maid ! 

Thou cnnna be my dearie. 



WHAR* ESK ITS SILVER STREAM. 

Whar' Esk its silver current leads, 
'Mang green woods gay wi' mony a flower,, 
I hied me aft to dewy meads. 
In happy days, and built my bower.. 



I call'd uppn the birds to sing^ 
An* netde ki ijk fragrmit floweiV 
While in the Wry of the bprin^ 
I deck'd my tffeet enchaatgd bow'x'^ 

'Twas there I foap4 ah I hftppv time^ 
The sweeifiti flower, and fific a aower } 
I cropt it m its virgin prime 
To deck my tweet, my riiady hMvefii 
But soon the blast howPd in the air. 
That robb'd me of this aiatobles^ fhwefg 
And sorrow since and mony a care 
Ha'e 9t^ «od withered «' my Ik>w^« 



CAPTAIN O'KAlNfi. 

Row safUy, thou stretim, thro* the wild spaiifilLM talley j 

O green be thy banks, eter bonhie an* fair i 
Sing sweetly, ye bSrdsi as ye wanton fa* g&%v 
Yet strangers to sorrow a&' 9tamgm tt> aire4 

The weiiry day lang 

I list to your simg, 
An* ^aste ilka moment sad cheerless alane ; 

Each sweet little treasure, 

O* h'eart'Cheering pleabure, 
tar fled frad my bosom wi Captain O^Kaine. 

VvL* aft on thy banks ha^e we puM the wild gowad^ 

An' twisted ti ringlet beneath the hawtiiorni 
Ah ! then each fond moment wi' pleasure was glowingl 
Sweet d^ys o^ deli^, whkh can never return 1 
Kow ever, fine's me 1 
The tear fills my e'e 1 
An* sair is my heart wi' the rigour o' pmn ! 
Nae prospect Returning 
To gladdeh life's morning, 
For green waves the willow o'er Captain 0*Kaine ! 
h3 
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IT WAS A' FOR OUR RIGHTFIT KINGT. 

It was a* for our rightfu' King, 
We left iiur Scotland's strand I 

It was a' for our nehtfu* King, 
We e*er saw Iri^ land, my dear. 
We ^er taw Irish land, S^c, 

Now a' is done that men can do. 

And a* is done in vain : 
My loVe and native land fareweet 

For I maun cross the main, my dear. 
For I nuatn, Sfc. 

He tum'd him right and round about 

Upon the Irish shore. 
And gae his bridle reins a shake. 

With, adieu for evermore, my dear* 
With adieu, ^. 

The soger frae the wars returns. 

The sailor frae the main. 
But I hae parted frae my love. 

Never to meet again, my dear, 
Nef>er to meet, S^c. 

When day is gane, and nig^t is come. 

And a* folk bound to sleep ; 
I think 6n him that's far awa, 

Ilie lee-lang night, and weep, my dear, 
The.lee4an^y 4^. 
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COLIN CLOUT. 

Chantici£s& wi* noisy whistle^ 
Bids the housewife rise ia haste : 
Colin Clout bj^s to hirsle, 
Slawly firae his sleepless nest, 
I^Te that raises sic a darnour, 
Drivin' lads and lasses mad ; 
Waes my heart ! had coost his glaumir, 
O'er poor Colin, luckless lad. 

Cruel Jenny, lack a dais^ 1 
Lang had gait him greet and grane, 
Colm's pate was haBins crazy, 
Jennv laug^'d at Colin's pain. 
Slawly up his duds he gauxen, 
Slawly slawly trudges out. 
An' irae the &uld he drives his wedden^ 
Happier far than Colin Clout. 

Now the sun rais'd fhie his niq^pie. 
Set the orient in a lowe, 
Drinkin' ilka glancin' drappie, 
r the field, an' ? the knowe. 
Mony a Inrdie, sweetlv singin, 
Flaffer'd briskly round about ; 
An' monie a damty flowerie sprii^;in, 
A' were blithe but Colin Clout. 

What is this? cries Colin gloWim^ 
Glaiked like, a' round about, 
Jenny I this is past endurin' ; 
Death maun ease poor Colin Clout. 
A' the night I toss and tumble, 
Never can I close an e'e, 
A' the day I grane an' grumble 
Jenny, this is a' for thee. 



MARY yrSS BE C£JM> IN SILK. 

() Maey ye'ie l>e olad in alk. 

And difuqoii^a in youl* half, 
Gin ye'll consieat to be my Iride, 

Nor think on Arthur ]uair« 
O wha wad W^t » silken gowfi, 

Wi* tears blinding their e'e ? 
Before 1*11 brm my true Ipve's heart, 

ril lay me down and die. 

tor I have pledged my virgin troth. 

Brave Anbnr's ht$ to mare. 
And he has gi'en to ine hit heart, 

Wi* a' itis virtues rare. 
^The mind ivhase eiVery wish is pure^ 

Far dearer is to nte; 
And e'er I^m for£i*d to break my faith' 

I^il lay m^ down and die. 

Bo trust me irheh X sweaf to thee^ 
, By a' that is at\ lugh, 
Though ye had a* thte wvld*s gear. 

My heart ye couldna buy ; 
For langest life qaii ne*er repay. 

The love he bears to me ; 
And ere Vm £brc*d to bre^k my tfotli^ 

rU lay me down and die. 



1 CAKE NA fQn YOUlt ftfiN SA£ BttJE. 

I cAiE na for your feeU sae bluCj 
Unlesb your heart to me is true. 
Nor yet that diiiifl'd cheek o* thine, 
Till ev'ry smile ye hae be mine. 



lyye think Til rooBe your shape an* air, 
Or ca' you bonnie, sweet, an* fdr. 
Unless ye can to me impart, 
A look widch says ye hae my heart* 

I care na for your witching tongue. 
Which pleases a% and pierces some^ 
Until I near that tongue dedare 
Nane but mysel your heart shall share. 
An' gin that saft and melting e*e. 
Both beam on me, and only me. 
My fate is sealed, then I am thine, 
An*^ let me die when I repine. 



MY BLITHE AN* BONNIE LASSIE. 

Tune— « Neil Gou^s Farewellto Whuky!" 

How sair my heart, nae man shall ken. 
When I took leave o' yonder glen. 
Her faithfu' dames, her honest men. 

Her streams sae pure and glassy, O ; 
Her woods that skirt the verdant vale. 
Her balmy breeze sae brisk an' hale. 
Her flow^ of every flower the wale^ 

My blithe an' bonnie lassie, 1 

The night was short, the day waslang. 
An' av we sat the birks amang. 
Till o er my head the blackbird sang, 

Gae pare wi* that dear lassie, O. 
When on Langaro's tap sae green 
The rising sun-beam red was seen, 
Wi' achij^ heart I left my Jean, 

My Uithe an' bonnie lasue, O^ 



1 



tis0 tmn ^om^ 

Her s^ite m: suoflbkie «&er q^ ^ 
Her nature, che^rlu'^ frmJn, aB''kufiMt 

An' o^6r ^^iid nor sa/ofty, (k 
The ripest cherry o» thetreey 
Was ne'er Me ricUj^ puve )to »eye^ 
Nor Mf see sweet tfii jiiice td mpg 

As « kisB o*" my dkar Iwsie, O^ 

Whatever I 40g wheare'et 1 be» 
Yon glen f{i$U fty b^ dewr to me; 
Her banks i»n^ \^omm% sae &tf to a^m^ 

Her braes s#e gr^en $»A grassy, ; 
^or there my hopes are centered a' ; 
An' therie my heart was sebwn awa; 
An* there my Jeanie first I saw, 

>fy blithe %nA boimie lassie, O. 



Hffi toma LASS O* LEVBK-SIDE. 

BANKER* 

ttow sweet are Leten's silvef streams 

Around her banks the wild-flowers bio0ffling. 
On ev*ry bush the warblers tie 
Id strains of bosom soothing j<jy . 

fiut Leven^s banks that bloom sae braw, 
And Leven's stream sae pure out-wcUing, 

Sic joy atid beauty coudna shaw, 
An't warna for my lassie's dwdling. 
Her presence fills them a* wi* ^de^ 
The bonnie Itss o* Leven^idf . 



When sober er« htgms^ to reipiy 
The little birds to cease their singing. 
The flowers their beanQr to renew. 
Their bosoms bathe in diamond dew; 
When far behind the X<omoiids- bigfa^ 

The wheels of day are downward rowings 
And a' the western etosiag sky, 
Wi^ varied tints of glury lowing^ • 
'Tis then mn^ ea^cr stciis' I gulden 
To meet the lass p* Lcvm-side. 

The solemn swi^etneM IMurr spreaiii^ 

The kindly hour to bliss inviting. 
Within our happy bosoms mo^e^ 
The softest sigh o^ purest love ; 

KeeUn'd upon fhe vd^et grass, 
Beneath the balmy birkea bloMo'm, 

What words cou*d a* my joy express j 
Wheti dbtped torherbeaeiag bosooK. 
How swells my breast wi* rapture's tide. 
When wi* the Iks o* Lesreil-«ide ! 

She never saw the splendid ball. 
She never blazM in courtly grandeur. 
But like her native lily's bloom, 
She cheerfu' gilds her humble home; 
The pert rqply, the modish air. 

To soothe the soul were never granted; 
When modest sense and love ii«o tlUse, 
The guise o' art may well be wanted. 



O fate 2 gie me to-be my bride 
The home lasa o' Lav^on 



*L6v»Q-«idBi 
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WANTING THEE. 

ROSS. 

TuMB-*" Ceoie t^ourfuiftmng.** 

Charming Sally, 

Do not dally, 
Nor ef love unmindiul be: 

Long iU-&ted, 

Here I've waited ; 
All is joyless, wantii^ thee. 

Woods with singing. 

Wide are ringing. 
Nature now is full of glee 

Flowers are blooming. 

Briers perfuming ; 
Yet they please not, wanting thee. 

'Mongst these singers, 

Mateless lingers 
No shrill tenant of the tree ; 

All are loving, 

Round me roving; 
Yet I'm cheerless wanting thee. 

Haste then, Sallt, 

To the valley; 
Lovriy here is all I see : 

Do not tarry ; 

For with Harry 
Nothing^s pleasing, wanting thee. 
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THE WAEL. 



Twre— « Logie UouMeP 

^ Shsfuebd, liave you seen mv Saxxy, 
On the mountain, in ^e Yale? 

By the brook, or in the alley?— 
Say, £ar wonting her I waiL" 

^ Has the enchantress hair like hazel? 

Cheeks which make the rose look pale ? 
Eyes whose beams admirers dazzle? 

Lips whose balm would cure tl^ wail?^ 

^ Yea; and gentle too is Sally; 

Sweet as inoense on the gale; 
Light like lambkin of the vaU^ : 

Such is she for whom I waiL** 

^ Such is she who listens kindly. 

To each lover's tender tale ; 
Such is she whom fools so blindly 

Follow, but to want and waiL^ 

^ Never have I found her vaxy. 

Never found her ^vour fail ; 
Never till this hour has Haaey 

F^om that maid had cause to wail?* 

^ Trust not love; love knows no dni^^ 

Sally, like her sex, is firmly 
Frailty mark^lier mind and beauty; 

Why then mr such weakness wail ?" 

** Long h^cfg a beam of &vonr 
Basking, '{'would pleasures ha^V 

Mow that beam begins to waver,^' 
Darklin& wanting it I waiL" 
VoL.II, M 11 
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** No ; that beam shall wavev never f 
Love and truth with her prevsdl : 

Sally from thee ne'er shall sever. 
Nor shall slight e*er make thee wail.*^ 

** Surely, shepherd, thou art woman, — 

Constancy so soon grows stale : 
Tease not thus with tale uncommon; 

Leave me, nor augment my wail." 

" Shepherd I am none, fond lover; . 

Nothing but my garb is male : 
See, then, if you can discover 

Charms which wanting make you wail.** 

He — ^^ Hair I see you have like- hazel f" 
She — ^*' Cheeks whose tints, like roses, fail;** 

He — *^ Eyes I see whose beams can dazzle ;* 
She — Lips whos^ balm will cure thy wail;'*" 

JI^— « Gentle still I find my Sally ;" 
She — ^* Fickle as the inconstant gale ;" 

He — " Nay, she only loves to rally;" 
She — ^* Seiz/e her then, and cease to waiL**" 



THE LASS OF DEVON. 

WILLIAM SMYTH, ESQ., CAHBRIDOE^ 

(Written for this Work.) 

Founded on a Trtie Story, 

Th9 sweetest lass the sun shone on 

In Devon's hills, was SaHy ; 
And she was woo'd by Farmer John» 

The rich man of the valley. 

But woo'd in vain ; her parents kind 
They knew not what could ail her. 

They knew not that her heaxt inclined 
To none but Tom the sailor. 
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And Tom had now three cruizes been. 

And not a prize had taken ; 
And back retum'd with cloudy inieni 

Of fortune quite forsaken. 

And so on Tom they barrM the door. 

And for the Fanner rated ; 
And therefore Tarn was lov'd the more. 



lam wa 



And more thrnvurmer hated, 

Y« ladies, that will sometimes go 

To Gretna Green a-wooing. 
Oh ! ye will pardon, well, I know^ 

What Sally now b doing ; 

For she from home with trowsers on. 
And hat and switch so cheery. 

Full many a weary mile is gone, 
(If love were ever weary). 

And tho* her Tom used oft to say, 

^ What makes her poor heart ful her;** 

He saw her step on board one day, 
A smart and gdlant sailor. 

Oh ! look not thus, sweet Tom, she said, 
ibid scold me not nor dout me, 

For I the Farmer must have wed, 
And died of grief without thee. 

So channel down they sail'd away, 

And Tom did^w endeavour 
To make his Salip^oung and gay, - 

A seaman brisk and clever. 

And many a sweet talk Sally had 
With him when none comd hear her, 

And found the sea life not so bad 
When her dear friend was near her. 
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Yet sometimes did her mesnnates sejv 
What set her heart a trembling ; 

And love itself could scarce tegay 
The miseiy of diasembling. 

And mid^ipmeny the puny elves! 

They bullied and abusM her. 
With bats far larger than tbfiDdselves^ 

Which else bad but amuMther. 

Oh ! then it was that Tom^s brown che^ 
Would like the furnace brighten ; 

And then his lips, that could not speak. 
Would quiver and would whiten. 

And scarce could Saily'ii wink or irown^ 
Beneath her hand's sly cover. 

Prevail to keep bis anger down. 
Or prudent make her lover* 

But how shall I mj tale pursue? 

I woidd not fiction borrow ; 
For I but tell a story true. 

And truth, ala&! is sorrow. 

One mom ihefy saw the fleets of France^ 
And Hows callM out for glory. 

And bade Ms dreadful Ime advance^ 
To add to Britain's story. 

While Sally, by a fate toe harc^ 

Did aU a seaman's duty. 
The same chain shot that t^rosk the yard^ 

Struck too the vent^ous beauty. 

And Tom, who carM not what the ball 

Around or o'er him flying. 
Saw down from high his Sally fall. 

And breathless near him dying. 
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O ye ! that from a feeling heart 

Can others' hearts discover. 
Think je4iot» thus to love and part 

To phrenzy rais'd the lover ? 
He seiz'd his Sally's Ufeless form, — 

The ocean roll d before diem ; — 
One plunge — and now the wave — the storm 

For ever munnurs o'er them. 



MY DEAR LITTLE LASSIE. 

REV. J. NICOL. 

Tune — *' Bonnie Dundee** 
My little dear lassie ! why what's a' the matter, 

M^ea(t's sae uneasy, and winna lie stiJl ? 
ri|^Hked, and waited, and a' to grow better ; 
^BWan ye believe me ? I'm just growing ill. 
MyTead's turn'd quite dizzy,* and ay when I'm ^>eakin'^, 

I sigh, and am breathless, and fear&i' to spedk ; 
I gaze on; an' something I fain would be seekin', 

Yet, lassie ! I kenna weel what I would seek. 
Thy praise, bonnie lassie ! I ever could hear of: 

But yet, when to roose ye, the neighbour lads try, 
Tho*_it8 a' true they tell ye, yet never sae far aflf 

I could see them ilk ane, and I canna tell why : 
When, we tedded the hay field, I rak'd ilka rig o*t. 

And never grew weary the lang simmer day ; 
The rucks that y/e wrought at were easier biggit, 

And I fand sweeter scented, around ye the hay. 
At hairst, when the kim supper joys made us cheerie, 

'Mang the lave o' the lasses I pried your sweet mou. 
An', oh me ! how queer I grew when I cam near ^! 

My breast thrill'd wi' rapture, I canna tell how ! 
When we dance at the gloamin', its you I ay pitch on ; 

And when ye gang by me, how dowie I be .' 
There's something, dear lassie, about ye, bewitching. 

That tells me my happiness centres in thee. 
M3 
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MARY, rm MILD BLOOiONG MAiSl 

(original.) 

TwE--*' YMw Bah'd Lad^r 

Ye sweet Scented prinirofies deck'd oat sue brvw^ 
Ye Tioleti^ unseen, to the morning that Maw, 
O lend yonrperfome to thn leaf-coTer*d shade. 
The haunt o fair Maty, tiie mild Uooming maid. 

Ye airy wee warblers that wanton around^ 

O raise up a bonnie mdodions sound. 

And, far, let your carrols resound thro' the glad^ 

To welcome fair Mary, the mild blooming maid. 

For, O ! the red rose bud that waves in yon bower, 
Tho' newly refresh'd by the s^ summer's shower, 
In a* the luxuriance o* nature array'd. 
Was ne'er like fair Mary, the mild blooming i 

In her bosom, the soil-beaming virtues that re%i^^ 
Delight fhe fond heart o' her love-sighing swain. 
And draw forth his prayer that thejr never m^y fade^ 
While life warms fair Mary, the mild blooming makL 

O ! lend then your fragrance, ye balm-breathing flowery 
And richly perfume the de^ glen*s lovely bower»-— 
Sing on, ye wee warblers, buthe chaunt thn>' the shade. 
To welcome fair Mary, the mild j^ooming maid. 

B. 
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SONG, 

Tune—" Bamks of the Devon.** 

(original.) 

look not thus woful, my wanderings recounting^ 
Believe me, my dearest, wherever I roam. 

By land or by water, by valley or mountain. 
My fond heart remains still a dweller at homew 



X0?£ 1IONO% if9 

For pure ii thine eyets the beani of ^e morniag; 

Toy cheek has Aurora's enrapturing glow ; 
And the dew-droppiog lilv, of Maia's adomuig, 

Is poor when compared with thy hosom of snow. 

But fair flioug^ thy Ibnn is, thy virHues are fairer^ 

Nor stinted, nor dim'd by adversity's gloom. 
And time, of fine faces the cruel im^airer, 

But hdghtens their flavour and bn^tens their Uoom. 
My faith and my honour to .thee I have plighted. 

My heart—- my af&ctions-— my fancy is thine; 
And the ills of my fortune, kind providence righted. 

That day, when entranc'd, I could say ^thou art mine." 

Whate'er be the travail, thy sweet smile upbears me. 

And, light, on the. wings of afiectipn I flee; 
£xc^ thy afflicttoi^ on earth naethiog fears me, 

4§A naething gies pleasure that pleases na thee. 
Then cheer thee, my dearest, altho' 'ds but sparely 

The pale moon of fortune is seen in our sky ; 
The warm sun of love stHl Ulumines it faiiiy. 

And— thus when enfolded her frowns we defy. 

O. 
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UNFADING BEAUTY. 

(CAKEI^, A. n. 1640.) 

He that loves a rosie chedc, 

Or a coral lip admires. 
Or from star-like eyes doth seek. 

Fuel to maiiitain his fires : 
As old time mikes these decay. 
So his love will waste away. 
Bat a Mnoodi and stedfast nuBd, 

Gentle thoughts and calm desves, 
Hearts with equal love combin'd. 

Kindle never-dying fires. 
Where these are not, I demise 
tovely chedcs, or lips, or eyes. 
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TO A TUFT OF EARLY VIOLETS. 

^ VILLIAH GIFFORD. 

SwEST flowers ! that from your humble bed* 

Thus prematurely dare to rise. 
And trust your unprotected heads 

To cold Aquarius' wat'ry skies ; . 

Retire, retire ! these tepid airs 
Are not the genial brood of May; 

That Sun with light malignant glares. 
And flatters only to betray. 

s 

Stem winter's reign is not yet past — 
Lo ! while your buds prepare to blow. 

On icy pinions comes the blast, i 

And nips your root, and lays you low. 

Alas, for such ungentle doom ! 

But I will shield you ; and supply 
A kindlier soil on which to bloom, 

A nobler bed on which to die. 

Come then — ere yet the morning ray 
Has drunk the dew that gems your cresty 

And drawn your balmiest sweets away ; 
O come, and grace my Anna's breast. 

Ye droop, fond flowers ! But did ye know 
What worth, what goodness there reside, 
^ Your cups with loveliest tints would glow. 

And spread their leaves with conscious pride. 

For there has liberal Nature join'd 

Her riches to the stores of art. 
And added to the vigorous mind. 

The soft, the sympathizing heart. 
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Come then— ere yet th^ mormng ray 
Has drank the dew that gems your crest^ 

And drawn your balmiest sweets away; 
O come and grace my Anna's breast. 

O ! I should think, — that fragrant bed 
Mi^t I but hope with you to share,*^ 

Years of anxiety repaid^ 
By one short hour of transport there 1 

More blest than me, thus shall ye live 

Your little day; and when ye die, 
Sweet flowers ! the grateful Muse shall givt 

A verse ; tlie sorrowing Maid, a sigh. 

Whi]^ I, alas ! no distant date^ 
Mix with the dust from whence I came. 

Without a friend to we^ n^ fate^ 
Without a stone to t^l my i 



WRITTEN TWO YEARS AFTER THE 
PRECEDING. 

WILUAK OIFf 01^ 

I WISH I was where Anna lies ! 

For I am sick of lingering here; 
And every hour affection cries, 

^ Go, and partake her humble bier !' 

I wish I could ! for when she died 

I lost my cdl; and life has proved 
Since that sad hour a dreary void, 

A waste unlovely and unloy'dj--^ 

But who, when I am tum'd to clay^ 

Shall duly to her grave repair; 
And pluck the rugged moss away. 

And weeds that have ' no business there?' 
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And who with pious hand shall bring ^ 
The flowers she cherish'd ; snowckops cold^ 

And violets that unhc^ed spring. 
To scatter o'er her halloird mould? 

And, while Memory loves to dwell 

Upon her name, for ever dear. 
Shall feel his heart with passion swell. 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear ? 

I did it ; and would Fate allow. 
Should visit still, should still deplore—^ 

But health and strength have left me now, 
Aild I, alas ! can weep no more. 

Take then, sweet Maid ! this simple strain. 

The last I offer at thy shrine ; 
Thy grave must then undeck'd remain, 

And all thy memory &de with mioe* 

And can thy soft persuasive look, 
Thy voice that might with music vii^ 

Thy air, that every gazer took. 
Thy matchless doquence of eye ; 

Tlw spirits, frolicsome as good. 
Thy courage, by no ills disraay*d. 

Thy patience by no wrongs subdu'd. 
Thy gay good humour — Can th^ •* fade !*' 



■%»^'»%^%%%» 



THE SHEPHERD'S SONG. 



■JOANNA BAIUJE. 

The gowan glitters in the swprd. 

The lavrock's in the sky. 
And CoUey on my plaid keeps warcl, 

And time is passuig by. 
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Oh DO ! sad and slow ! 
I hear nae welcome sound, 
The shadow of our trysting bushy 
It wears sae slowly round. 

My sheep-bell tinkles from the west. 

My lambs are bleating near. 
But still the sound that I loe best» 

Alack I canna hear. 

Ah no ! sad and slow I 

The shadow lingers still, 
And like a lanely ghaist I stand. 

And croon upon the hill. 

I hear below the water roar, .., 

The mill with clacking din ; 
And Lucky scolding frae her door. 

To bring the bain^in. 

Oh no ! sad and dow ! 

These are nae sounds for me ; 
The shadow of our trysting bush 

It creeps sae drearily. 

I caft yestreen free chapman Tarn, 

A snood o' bonnie biue» 
And {momis'd when our tiysting cam. 

To tie it round hex brow. 

Oh no ! sad and slow ! 

The time it winna pass ; 
The shadow o' that weary thom 

Is tether'd on the grass. 

O ! now I see her on the way ! 

She's past the witches* knowe ; 
She's climbing up the brownie's brae — 

My heart is in a lowe ! 

On no ! 'tis not so ! 

'Tis glaumrie I hae mn ; 
The shadow o' the hawfflorn bush 

Will move nae mair till e'en. 
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My Book o* Grace Fll try to read, 

Tho' conn*d wi' little skill. 
When Colley barks I'll wise my head, 

And find her on the hill ! 

Oh no ! sad and slow ! 

The time will ne'er be gane; 
The shadow o' the trysting bush 

Is fix'd like ony stane. 



IS THERE A HEART THAT NEVER LOVD. 

Is there a heart that never lov'd, 

^fgh^t soft woman's sigh ? 
Is tMpa man can mark unmov'd, 

Dear woman's tearful eye? 
Oh ! bear him to Mjjpe distant shore. 

Or solitary cell,^ 
Where nought but savage monsters ro^. 

Where love ne'er deign'd to dwell. 

For there's a charm in woman's eye, 

A language in her tear, 
A spdl in every sacred sigh. 

To man — to virtue dear. 
Akid he who can realst her smiles, 

With b^ies alone should live. 
Nor taste^'pnt joy which care beguiles—* 

Xbat joy her virtues give. 



EN© OF PART FIttSX. 



^"bt 3&atii. 



€ALBDONIA« 



PART H. 

^tvoic anH i^atunial JNitigs. 

IN THE GARB OF OLD GAUL. 

«lft HENEY EE8KINE. 

Tune,—.** The Highland March.** 

In the garb of old Gaul, with the fire of old Roni«, 
From the heath covePd mountains of Scoti»ire coine; 
Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain. 
But our ancestors fought, and thqr fought not in vain. 

-. Su^ ii tmr hve (^ Kberiyy our <KJtmUy, 4md 4mr laws, 
■ Tbatf Uke our ancators of old, we*U stand infreedan^s 
cause: 
W^U braivelfffi^t like heroes hold^Jbr honour und'op' 

plause. 
And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our Imui, 

No effeminate customs our sinews unbrace; 
No luxurious tables enervate our race; 
Our loud sounding pipe breathes the true martial straisy 
And our hearts sibll the old Scottish valour retain. 
Such is our hve, 4rc* - 
VauU. N 12 
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We*re taR as llie otk on the mount of the YtAe, 
And swift as*the roe which the hound doth assail; 
As the fidl moon ki autumn our shields do appear ; 
£¥*n Minerva would dread to encounter our spear. 
Such is our hve, jr. 

As a storm in the ocean, when Boreas blows. 
So are we enrag'd when ve jaisb on our foes; 
We sons o^ the mountains, tremendous as rocks. 
Dash the force of our fbt& ftvith #ur thundering strokes.. 
Siich it our hoe, 4^* 

Quebec and C^[>e BistoQi, the pride ef old France, 
In their numbers fondly boasted till we did advance; 
But when our claymores £hev saw us produce. 
Their courage did fiii^ and tney sued for a truce. 
Suck ii our love, SfC, 

In our realm may the fury of fiiction long ceas^ 
May our councils be wise, and our commerce increase^ 
And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find. 
That our Iriends stiU prove true, and our beauties prove 
. kind. 

Then we*U defend our liberty^ our country and our laws. 
And teach onriate posterity iojigkt in/resdonCs causey 
'^at they, Hke Aeir ancestors bold, for honour and op- 

fflausCm 
3£tydefy the French, ufith aU 4beir ant, t^aUer our 
laws. 



Brucf^s Adi/reu ia ku Arm^ ^ the 
BATTLE OF BANNOCK-BURN. 

B0RN8. 

TovEr--" Hey HOiie tuiiie:* . 

ScotH I wha hae wi* Wallace bled ; 
Scots ! i/vhaxn Bruce has a^n led; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to victorie ! 

Now's the day and now*$ the hour; 
See the front o* tiattle tower; 
See approach proud Edward's power — 
Chams and slaverie ! 

Wha win be a traitor knave t 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae bsuse as be a stave? 
Coward ! turn and flee t 

Wha lor Scotland's king and tow 
Freedom's sword will strong]^ draw. 
Free-man siand> or free-man fa', 
Caledonian I on wi* me ! 

By oppression's woes and judns f ' 
By your sons in servile chains i 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shair be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low 1 
Tyrants mil in every (be ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Onward, do or die ! 
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' HOHENLINDEN. 

CAMPBELL* 

Tune,—" O were I on Panuutu hill^ 

On Lindeoi when the sun was low. 
All Bloodless lay th' untrodden snow ; 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly ! 

But Linden saw another sight. 
When die drum beat at d^ of night,^ 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery ? 

By torch and trumpet &st array*d^ 
Each horseman drew his battle blade, 
^d^ furious, every charger neigh^t ' 
To join the cfreadfuT reveliy f 

Then shook the hills with thunder riy'h;, 
Then rush'd the steed to battle driven ; 
And louder than the bolts of heaven^ 
Far flashM the red artillery ! 

But redder yet that light shall glow,, 
On Lindei^s hiHs of stained snow ; 
And Moodier yet the torrent flaw 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly* 

Tis mom; but scarce yon leyel sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun^ 
Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in thdr sulphurous canopy \ 

The combat deq>ens.p— On, ye brave f 
^Vho rush to glorv, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave I 
And chaige with all thy chivalry ! 
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Few, few, shall port whfre wqf 1990I i 
The sii«w Aall be their wincUi^ alwels 
And evorji taif beneftth tbev feet. 
Shall be a aeldier'» sepukilige ! 



YE MARINERS OF ENGLANtt 

CAMPBELL. 

Ys raaiinen of Eng^nd,. 

Whot jEuaiil our tadvt aea8» 
Whose mg has hraw'd, » thoiuand yean, 

The hatUeand the hieeae: 
Your glorious standard launch f^pun. 

To match another foe; 
And siireep through the dee|»» 

While the stormy tempests blow; 
Wkile the battle ragei hud and long. 

And the stormy tempesU blow* 

The spirits of vour fkthers 

ShtOl start m>m every wave ! 
For the deck it was their field of fiime. 

And Ocean was then* grave : 
Where Blake apd mighty Nelson ffeU, . 

Your manly hearts shall ^ow; 
As ye sweep through the deep, 

Willie the stormy tempests blow. 
JVhUe the battle rage* hud tmd long. 

And the itormg^ tempetti bhw. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks. 

No towers along the fteq>; 
Her march is o'er the mountain wavc^ 

Her home is on the deep. 
With thunders from h^ native oeip 

She quells the floods below, 
N3 
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As th^ roar on the shore, 

Whea the stormy tempests blow^ 

When the baitte rages Umd and long^ 
And the Hormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet temfic burn ; 
Till danger's troubled night depart,, 

And me star of peace return. 
Then, then, ye ocean warriors \ 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to Mow ; 
When ihefiefyfi^ is heard no morey 

And the storm has ceas*d to blow. 



THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC, 

CAMPKELL, 

Of Nelson and the North, 

Sing the glorious day's renown. 
When to battle fierce came forth 

All the might of Denmark's crown, 
And her arms along the deep proudly shone; 
By eaeh gun the lighted brand. 
In a bold determiird hand. 
And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on.— 

Like Leviathans^ afloet. 

Lay their bulwarks^ oa the brine;. . 
While the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty British line : 
It was Ten of April morn by the chime. 
As they drifted on their path. 
There was silence deep as death ; 
And the boldest held his breath. 
For a time. — 
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But the might of £iigfauid flurii'd 

To anticipate the scene ; 
And her van the fleeter rush'd 

O'er the deadly space between. 
^ Hearts of oak !" our Captains cried; when 

each gun 
From its adamantine 1^ 
Breath'd a death-shade round the ships, 
Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun.— 

Again ! again ! again ! 

And the bayoc did not slack. 
Till a feeble cheer the Dane 

To our cheering sent jus back ; — 
Their shots along the deq> slowly boom :— ^ 
Then ceas'd — and all is wail. 
As they strike the shatter'd sail ; 
Or in conflagration pale. 
Light the gloom, — 

Out spoke the victor then. 

As he hail'd them o'er the wave; 
" Ye are brothers ! Ye are men ! 

^ And we conquer but to save : — 
** So peace instead of death let us brin^ ; 
•* But yield, proud foe, thy fleet, 
«* With the crews, at Ei^land's feet, 
^ And make submission meet 
** To our King."— 

Then Denmark blesi'd our Chief, 

Tha^ he gave her wounds repose; 
And the sounds of joy and grief, . 
From her people wildly ruse. 
As death withdrew his shades from the day, 
While the suni look'd smiling bright, 
O'er a veilM and woful sight. 
Where the fires of fun'ral light 
Died away. — 
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Now joy, CHd En^aad, raise ! 

For the tidii^ of diy might. 
By the festal cities* bkze, 

WhUe the wine-cup shioet in light ; 
And yet amidst that joy and uproar. 
Let us think of them that sleep. 
Full many a fathom deep. 
By thjr ymd and stormy steep, 
Elsinore.— - 

Brave hearts ! to Britain's pride 

Once so faithful and so true ; 
On the deck of fame d^at died, 
With the gallant, good Riou : 
Soft sigh the winds of heav*n o'er their grave ! 
While the billow mournful rolls. 
And the mermaid's song condoles. 
Singing glory to the soiSs 
Of the brave.-^ 



BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA. 

MONTGOMERY. 

Harp of Memnon ! sweetly strung 
To the music of the spheKs ; 

While the Hero's diige is sung. 
Breathe enchantment to our eara. 

As the sun's descending beams. 
Glancing- o'er the feeling wire, 

Kuidle every cord that gleams, 
Like a ray of heavenly fire. 

Let thy numben, soft and slow. 
O'er the plain with carnage spreai^ 

Sooth the dying, while they flow 
To the memory of the dead. 
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Bright as Venus newly born. 

Blushing at her maiden channs ; 
Fresh from ocean rose the mom. 

When the trumpet blew to arms. 

O that time had sta/d his flight, 

Ere that morning left the main ! 
Fatal as th' Egyptian night, 

When the eldest bom were slain. 

Lash'd to madness by the wind^ 

As the Red Sea suites roar. 
Leave a gloomy gulph behind. 

And devour the shripking shore ; 

Thus, with overwhdming pride, 

Gallia's brightest, boldest boast. 
In a deep and dreadful tide, 

RoU'd upon the British host. 

Dauntless these their station held, 

Thou^ with unextinguishM ire, . 
Gallia's legions, thrice repeli'd. 

Thrice retum'd throug|i blood and fire. 

Thus above tlie storms of time. 

Towering to the sacred siphere^. 
Stand Uie pyrconids siil)lime, — 

Rock^. ^mid t)ie flood of years \ 

Now the veteran chief drew nigh j 

Conquest ^wering on his crest. 
Valour beaming from his ey^, 

Pity bleeding in his breast 

Britain saw him thus advance, 

In her guardian angel's form ; 
put he lower'd on hostile France 

Ifike the Daemon of the stoi^, 
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On the whirlivind of the war, 
Hiph he rode in vengeance dire ; 

To his friends a leading star, — 
To his foes consaming fire. 

Then the mighQr ponr'd diek breath, 
Slauj^ter feasted on the brave; 

Twas die carnival of death I 
'Twas the vintage of the grave ! 

* Charg'd with Abercroralue*8 doom, 
Lightniqg wii^'d a cruel ball ; 
'Twas the herald of the tomb. 
And the hero felt the call. 

Felt — and rals'd his arm on high » 
Victory well the skiud knew» 

Darted m>m his awfm eye, 
And the force of France o'erthrew. 

But the borron of that ig^ 
Were the weeping nnise to tell, 

O 'twould deave the womb of night. 
And awaJce the dead thai M ! 

GashM with honourable s^ars. 
Low in glory's lap they lie ; 

Though they fell, they Ml like stars. 
Streaming splendour through the sky. 

Yet shall memory mourn that day, 
When, with expectation pale. 

Of her soldier far away, 
The poor widow hears the tale. 

In imagination wild, 

She shall wander o'er this piain ; 
Rave, — and bid her orphan cnild 

Seek his sire among the slain. 



NATIONAL SONGS. 155 

Gently, from the western dee|i^ 

O ye ereBing breezes rise ! 
O'er the lyre of Memnon sweep, 

Wake its spirit with your signs. 

Harp of Memnon ! sweetly strung 

To the music of the spheres ; 
While the hero's dirge is sui^. 

Breathe enchantment to our ears. 

Let thy numbers soft and slow 
O'er the plain with carnage spread. 

Soothe the oying, wiiile the^ flomr 
To the memoiy of the dead. 

None but solemn, tender tones. 

Tremble from thy plaindve wires ; 
Haik !— the wounded warrior ^oans ! 

Hush thy warbling ! — he expires. 

Hush ! — ^while sorrow wakes and weeps : 

O'er his relics cold and pale. 
Night her silent vigil keeps. 

In a mournful moonli^t vdl^ 

. Harp of Memnon ! from afar. 
Ere the lark $»lute the sky, 
Watdi the rising of the star 
That proclaims the morning nigh. 

Soon the Sun's ascending rays, 

hi a flood of hallow'd fire. 
O'er thy kindling chords shdil blaze. 

And thy magic soul inspire. 

Then thy tones triumphant pour, ^ 

Let them pieree the hero's grave; 
Life's tumultuous battle o'er, 

O how sweetly deep the brave ! 
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^rom the dost thar laureh bloom. 
High they shoot, and flourish free; 

Glory's temple is the tomb ! 
Death is immortality ! 

f HE WfiLD OF BATTLfi. 

PENROSE. 

tAiN*LY bray'd the battle'sj^oar, 
Distant down the hoUow^ind $ 

Panting Terror fled before. 

Wounds and death were left behind. 

The war-fiend cursM the sunken day» 

That checkM his fierce pursuit too soon ; 
While scarcely lighted to the prey, 
' Low hung, and lowerM the bloody moon.^ 

tlie field so late the hero's pride, 

Was now with various carnage spread^ 

And floated with a crimson dde 
That drench'd the dying and the dead. 

0*er the sad "scene of dreariest view, 
Abandon'd all to horrors wild. 

With frantic step Maria flew, 
Maria, sorrow's early child ! 

By duty led, for every vein 

Was warm'd by Hymen's purest flame; 
With Edgar o'er the wintry main. 

She, lovely, faith&d wanderer, came. 

For well she thought a friend so dear, 
In darkest hours might joy impart ; 

Her warrior, faint with toil, might cheer. 
Or sooth her bleeding warrior's soiart. 
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Though look'd for long — in chill affright. 
The torrent bursting from her «ye, 

She heard the signal for the fight^ 
While her soiu trembled in a sigh* 

She heard and claspM him to her breast. 
Yet scarce could uige the inglorious stay; 

His manly heart the charm coiuest; 
Then broke the charm and rush'd away* 

Too soon in few but deadly words. 
Some flying straggler brenth'd to tell— ^ 

ThsLt in the foremdst strife of swords, 
The young the gallant Edgar feU. 

She prest to hear, — she caught the tale — 
At every- sound her blood congeal'd; 

With terror bold, with terror pale. 
She sprung to search the fatal field* 

O'er the sad scene in dire amaze 

She went, with courage not het oWil t 

On many a corpse she cast her gaze, 
And turn'd her ear to many a groan* 

Drear anguish urged her to press 
, Full many a hand, as wild she mournM ; 
Of comfort glad, the drear caress 
The damp, chill, dying hand returnM. 

Her ghastly hope was well nigh fled, 
When late pale Edgar's form she found) 

Half buried with the hostile dead. 
And bor'd with many a grisly wound. 

She knew— she sunk — the night-bird 6cream*d» 

The moon withdrew her troubled light. 
And left the fair, though fall'n she seem'df— - 
To worse than death — and deepest night. 
Vol. II. O 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. 

FvE heard a lihing, at our ewes* milldng. 
Lasses a lilting, before the break o* day; 

But now there*8 a moaning, on ilka green loaning ; 
That our braw foresters are a' wede away. 

At bughts in the momkig, nae blithe lads are scorning; 

The lasses are lonely, dowie, and wae; 
Nae daffing, nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbing; 

Ilk ane lifls her l^^lin^ and hies her away. 

At e'en, in the foaming, nae swankies are roaming 
'Mang stacks, with the lasses at bogle to play; 

But ilk maid sits dreary, lamenting her dearie. — 
The flowers of the forest are a' wede away. 

In har'st at die shearing, nae younkers are jeering ; 

The band^ters are runkled, lyart and gray ; 
At fairs, or at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching; 

Since our braw foresters are a' wede away. 

Oh dool for the order sent our lads to the border ! 

The English, for ance, by guile wan the day; 
The flowers of the forest, that aye shone the foremost. 

The prime of the land, now lie caiild in the clay. 

We'll hear nae miur lilting, at our ewes milking; 

The women and bairns are dowie and wae : 
Sighing and moaning, on ilka green loaning — 

Since our braw foresters are a' wede away. 



DIRGE OF WALLACE. 

T. CAMPBELL, ESQ. 

TuEY lighted a taper at the dead of night» 

And chaunted their holiest hymn ; 
But her brow and her bosom were damp with affright. 

Her eye was all sleepless and dim,— % 
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And the lady of Elderalie wept for her lord. 

When a death*watch beat in her lonely roooi, 
When her curtain had shook of its awn accord* 
And the raven had flapp'd at her window board. 
To tell her of her warrior^A doom. 

Now sing y^ the Song, and loudlv pray 

For the soul of my Knight so dear; 
And call me a widow this wretched day. 

Since the warning of God is here. 
For a dght-mare rides on my strangled sleep; 

The lord of my bosom is aoom*d to die; 
His valorous heart they have wounded deqi. 
And the Uood-red tears ^all his country weep 

For Wallace of Elderslie. 

Yet knew not his country that ominons hour. 

Ere the loud matin bdl was rung. 
That a trumpet of death on an English tower 

Had the dirge of her champion sung. 
When his dungeon light look'd dim and red 

On the high bom blood of a martyr slain. 
No anthem was sung at his holy deathbed. 
No weefnng there was when his bosom bled. 

And his heart was rent in twain. 

Oh ! it was not thus when his oaken spear 

Was irue to the Knicht forlorn. 
And hosts of a thousand were scattered like deer. 

At the sound of the huntsman's horn. 
When he strode o*er the wreck of each well Ibugjit field. 

With the yellow-hair'd chiefs of his nadve land ; 
Por his lance was not shiver'd, or helmet, or shield. 
And the sword that seem'd fit for Archangel to wield. 

Was light in his terrible hand. 

But, bleeding and bound, though the Wallace wight 

For his much lov'd country die. 
The bugle ne'er sung to a braver Knight 

Than Wallace of Elderslie. 
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But the day of his glory shall never depart. 

His head unintorob'd shall with gloi^ be palni'd. 
From his blood«8treaming altar his spirit shall start, 
Tho* the raven has fed on his mouldering heart, 
A nobler was never embalm'd. 



ADDRESS TO CALEDONIA. 

1, SMITH. 

TuNK,--« ^m go Bragh:* 

Caledonia, my country, thy rivers and fountains. 

And green fertile vallies, exulting I sing: 
How pleasant thy sweet blooming moorlands and moun« 

^ tains. 

When dress'd 3h the gaudy profusion of spring; 
When fann'd by the soft summer sea breeze thy shore is; 
When flocks bleat around us, and woods pour their 

chorus ; 
And mild morning beams gild the landscape before us. 

All sparkling with d^w-drops — How charming die 



Healthy thy clime is, of mild temperature. 
Remote from the rage of the polar extremes; 

And distant from regions where languishing Nature 
Melts in the blaze of the sun^s torrid besuns. 

Happy land ! where no raging volcanoes are roaring; 

Where no serpents hiss, no fell monster devouring; 

No clouds stoPd with death in thy horizon low'ring ; * 
Nor pestilence floats on thy wind's breezy wing. 

While, daring and prudent, thy sons fill their stations { 
Scarce equall'd in Arts, and unrivall'd in arms ; 

for learning, thy fame resounds through the Nations; 
And peerless, thy daughters, in virtue aiid c|iarmsr 
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From times univcorded thy fmdom descended, 
Through ages of heroes, whose broadswords defiended 
Thy ChartonB^-while foes saw. their vengeance expended 
Against thy wild mountains and borders m vain. 

Be plen^, my co^atryy and peace thy possession. 
And veedom's bright sunbeams illume thy dear day; 

And far firom^thy shores be all want and oppression ; 
While virtue's bold streams sweep corruption away. 

May friendship unite, and may love, and anection. 

And reason, thy children exalt to perfection ; 

To guard thy lovM shores, be thy strength and protec- 
tion. 
While time rolls his ages unnumbered away. 



THE SCOTTISH EXILE. 

J. SCADLOCK. 

Tune,—** Erin go BragV 

From the sea-beaten coast of Scotia I wander, 

In quest of a home through Columbia I stray ; 
Ah ! broad is the deq) that now parts me asunder 

From my straw-cover'd cot, on the banks of the Tay ! 
Oft heaves the fond sigh, when I think on the hours 
That I spent in my childhood among the broom bowers 
In weaving fresh carlands of wild-blooming flowers. 
On the green snady banks of the smooth-winding Tay. 

Wild are the giens that surround the dear dwelling,— 

My own native home, when kind fortune did smile — 
Securely within have I heard the storms railing 

Along the hoar brow of the heath-cover'd lull. 
From my grief-swollen eyes the tear downward gushes. 
When I think on the time I strayM through the bushes^ 
EnrapturM witli Mary, when morning's mild blushes 
Expanded the flowers on the green banks of Tay. 
03 
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At eve, when the sun steals behind yon blue mountain^ 

Tmging the clouds with his bright golden rays^ 
I wander alone by the green shaded fountain, 

Where mem'ry reminds me of once happy days. . 
No more on those shores, where sea birds are screamingj 
Nor in the deep glen, where the sun's scarcely gleaming, 
Will I meet with my Mary, when the night douds arq 
skimming 
Above the green banks of the clear winding Tay. 



SONG OF DEATH. 



Farewell, thou fsur day, thou green earth, and ye skies. 

Now gay with the bnght setting sun ! 
Farewell loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties ! 

Our race of existence is run. 
Thou grim King of Terrors, thou life's gloomy foe. 

Go frighten the coward and slave ! 
Go teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know 

No terrors hast thou to the brave. 

Thou strik'st the dull peasant, he sinks in the dark. 

Nor saves ev'n the wreck of a name : 
Thou strik'st the young hero, a glorious mark ! 

He falls in the blaze of his fame. 
In the field of proud honour, our swords in our hands^ 

Our King and our Country to save ; 
While victory shines on life's last ebbing sands, 

O, who yrould not die with the brave i 
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SONG. 



Written for the Anniversary of the Pitt Club of 
Scotland, 

WALTER SCOTT, ESQ. 

O BREAD was thje time^ and more dreadful the oxncD, 

When the brave on Marengo lay slaughter'd in vain. 
And beholding broad Europe bow'd down by her foemen, 

Pitt clos'd in his anguish the map of her reign ? 
Not the &te of broad Europe could bend his brave spirit 

To take for his country the safety of shame ; 
O then in her triumph remember his merit, 

And hallow the goblet that flows to his name. 

Round the husbandman's head, while he traces the fur^ 
row, 

The mists of the winter may mingle with rain. 
He may plough it with labour, and sow it in sorrow. 

And sigh while he fears he has sow'd it in vain ; 
He may die ere his children shall reap in their gladness. 

But the blithe Harvest-home shall remember his claim ; 
And their Jubilee shout shall be softened with sadness 

While they hallow the goblet that flows to his name. 

Though anxious and timeless his life was expended. 

In toils for our country preserv'd by his care — 
Though he died ere one ray o'er the nations ascended. 

To light the lone darkness of doubt and despair — 
The storms he endured in our Britain's December, 

The perils, his wisdom foresaw and o'ercame, ^ 

In her glory's rich harvest shall Britain remember. 

And hallow the goblet that flows to his name. 

Nor forget His grey liead, who, all dark in affliction, ' 

Is deSf to the tale of our victories won. 
And to sounds the most dear to parental affection, 

The shout of his people applauding his son, 
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I 
By his firmness unmovM in success or disaster. 

By his long reign of virtue remember his claim ! 
With our triUite to Pitt join the praise of bis Master, 

Though a tear stain the goblet that flows to his name. 

Yet again fill the wine cup, and change the sad measure. 

The rites of our grief and our gratitude pud, 
To our prince to our heroes devote the bright treasure, 

The wisdom that plann'd, and the zeal fSat chey'd ! 
Fin Wellington's cup till it beam like his glory, 

Foiget n6t our own brave Dalfaousie and Grseme; 
A thousand years hence hearts shall bound at their story. 

And hallow the goblet that flows to thdr fame. 



VTTTORIA. 

GLEN. 

TaNE,— « Whittle o'er the lave oH/* 

Sing a' ye bards wi' loud acclaim. 
High glory ^e to gallant Graham, 
Heap laurek on our MarshaTs fame, 

Wha conquer*d at Vittoria. 
Triumphant freedom smil'd on Spain, 
An' rais'd her stately form again. 
Whan the British lion shook his mane, 

On the mountains of Vittoria. 

Let blust'rin' Suchet crouslie crack, 
Let Joseph rin the coward's track. 
And Jourdan wish his baton back. 

He left upon Vittoria, 
If e'er they meet their worthy King, 
Let them dance roun' him in a ring. 
An' some Scotch piper play the spring 

He blew them at Vittoria, 
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Gie truth an' honour to the Dane, 
Gie German's monarch heart and brain ; 
But aye in sic a cause as Spain, 

Gie Britons a Vittoria. 
The English rose was ne'er so red. 
The shamrock wav'd where glory led. 
An' the Scottish thistle rsds'd its head. 
An* smil'd upon Vittoria. 

Loud was the battle's stormy swell, 
Whare diousands fought and monie fell ; 
But. the Glasgow heroes bore the beU 

At the battle o' Vittoria. 
The Paris maids mav ban them a'. 
Their lads are maistly wede awa, 
An' cauld an' pale as wreaths o' snaw 
They lie upon Vittoria. 

Wi' quakin' heart and tremblin' knees 

The eagle standard-bearer flees, 

While Sie ** meteor flag" floats to the breeze. 

And wantons on Vittoria. 
Britannia's glory there was shown. 
By the undaunted Wellington, 
And the tyrant trembl'd on his throne. 

Whan hearin' o' Vittoria. 

Peace to tiic spirits o' the braye. 
Let a' their trophies for them wave. 
An' green be our Cadogan's grave, 

Upon thy field, Vittoria ! 
There let eternal laurels bloom. 
While maidens mourn his early doom. 
An' deck his lowly honour'd tomb 

Wi' roses on Vittoria. 

Ye Caledonian war-pipes play, 
Barossa heard your Highlan' lay, 
^' the gallant Scot show'd there that day 
A prelude to Vittoria. 
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Shout to the heroes — swell ilk voice, 
To them wha made poor Spain rejoice; 
Shout Wellington an' Lyndoch, boy8> 
Barossa nn' Vittoria ! 



TO THE SWORD OF WALLACE, 
Preserved in Dumbarton Cattle, 

FINLAY. 

Thou Sword of true valour ! t]io' dim be thy hue. 

And all faded thy flashes of light. 
Yet still to my m'em'ry thy sight shall renew 

The remembrance of Wallace the wight !— 

Tho' thou gleam not around on the mountains of slain. 

As when sternly in battle he stood ; 
When he strew'd the bold Soutb'ron in heaps o'er the 
plun. 

And quench'd thy deep radiance in blood ! 

Tbo* thou gleam not as, erst on the Dunipace hdgbt, ^ 

Where the pride of oppression lay low. 
When tbou scar'dst like a meteor the darkness c^ night. 

And lighted'st him on to the foe ! 

Where the brothers of liberty o'er the wide field. 

The banner of FreiedcHn upreaPd, 
And the far*streaming fflories of faulchion and shield. 

Like the red flakes of lightning appear'd ! 

Tho' dim be thy hue, yet the heart of true mould. 

Shall pause on thy form with delight ; 
And the fear-stricken coward with trembling behold. 

And a patriot arise from the sight. 

Caledonia's bold sons to thy presence when led. 
Shall, with worship, their rreedom repay ; 

Till, worn by the tears that their rapture has shed. 
Thy reliques be moulder'd away ! 
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WAR SONG ♦ 

or 

LACHLAN HIGH CHIEF OF MACLEAN^. 

From the Gadic, 

WALTER SCOTTy ESQ. 

A WEARY moBth has wandered o'er 
Since last we parted on the shore ; 
Heaven ! that I saw thee. Love, once more. 

Safe on (hat shore again !— 
'Twas valiant Ti«fthlan gave the word : 
Lachlan, of many a galley lord : 
He call'd his kindred baiKb on boards 

And launch'd them on ctie main. 

Clan- Gillian is to ocean gone ; 
Clan-Gillian, fierce in foray known ; 
Rejoicing in the glory won. 

In many a bloody broil : 
"Pap wide is heard the thundering fray. 
The rout, the ruin, the dismay. 
When from the twilight glens away 

Clan-Gillian drives the spoil. 

Woe to the hiHs that shall rebound 

Our banner'd bagpipes' maddening sound ; 

Clan-Gillian's onset echoing round. 

Shall shake their inmost cell. — 
Woe to the bark whose crew shall gaze, 
Where Lachlan's silken streamer plays ; 
The fools might face the lightning^} blaze 

As wisely and as well ! 
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WATERLOO. 

JAMES EOSS. 

Tune,— « The Garland of Low^* 

O GBEAT were thy heroes Marengo and Lodi, 
When baneful ambition bade mercy adieu, . 

And great were thine Jena, and Austerlitz bloody. 
Yet greater, far greater, are thine, Watefloo^ 



VU weave a gay garlandy uM laurels entwining 
Round rosei, and thutlet, and shamrocks canAhdng, 

rU toeave a gay garland, with olives entwining. 
To crown our famed heroes who fought Waterloo, 

The seer-sighted Wellington's flag once unfiirl'd. 
Then Uxbridge his slaughter-wing'd scymitar drew; 

Then Pictoh destruction on neighing hosts hurl'd. 
And planted the olive to mark Waterloo. 

May Europe this emblem of harmony nourish. 
Nor form the wild wish of contending anew ; 

And long may the blossoms of liberty flourish. 
Which Britons expanded on great Waterloo. 

But laurels are mingled with cypress and willows, 
Lo, widows and orphans claim pity from you. 

Let gratitude then sooth their tear-bcdew'd pillow,. 
Who lost fond relations on fam'd Waterloo. 



THE MASSACRE OF GLENCOE. 

WALTER SCOTT, ESQ. 

•* O TELL me. Harper, wherefore flow 
Thy wayward notes of wail and woe 
Far down the desart of Glencoe, 
Where none may list their melody ? 
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Say harp'st thou to the mists that fly. 
Or to the, dun deer glancing by, 
Or to the eagle that from high 
Screams chonis to thy minstreby." 

^ No, not to these, for they have rest — 
The mifit>wreath has the mountain crest. 
The stag his lair, the erne her nest. 

Abode of lone security. 
But those for whom I pour the lay. 
Not wild wood deep, nor mountain gray,^ 
Not this deep dell that shrouds from day. 

Could screen from treach'rous cruelty.'* 

** Thdr flag was furl'd, and mute their drum. 
The very household dogs were dumb, 
Unwont to bay off guests that come 

In guise of hospitality. 
His bhthest notes the piper plied. 
Her gayest snood the maiden tied. 
Hie dune her distaff flung aside, ' 

To tend her kindly housewiPry." 

•* The hand that mingl'd in the meal. 
At midnight drew the felon steel, 
And gave the host's kind breast to €ce\ 

Meed for his hospitality ! 
The friendly hearth which warm'd that hand,. 
At midnight arm'd it with the brand 
That bade destruction's flames expand 

Their red and fearfiil blazonry." 

•* Then woman's shriek was heard in vain^ 

Nor infancy's unpity'd plain. 

More than the warrior's groan, could gain* 

ResfHte from ruthless butchery 1 
Vol. IL P 
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Tlie winter wind that whistled shrill. 
The snows that night that doak'd the hill» 
Though wild and pitiless, had still 
Far more than Southron demency." 

^ Long have imy harp's best notes been gone. 
Few are its strings, luid faint thehr tone. 
They can but sound in deaart lone 

Their grey^hair'd master's misery. 
Were eadi grey hair a minstrd string. 
Each cord snould imprecations fline, 
. Till startl'd Scotland loud should nng," 
** Revenge for blood and treacheiy." 



ADDRESS TO CALEDONIA. 

Written January 30th, 1809. 

Where, Genius of my Country ! where 
Is now thy lone sequester'd seat? 

While, low'ring darkness dims the air. 
Destruction thunders at the gate ! 

Full oft, has in the gathering storm. 
Thy power been felt, thy daring shown ; - 

And oft has Robbery's ruthl^s form. 
Shrunk, nerveless, in thy with'ring frown. 

Let Largs' red heath-^Loncarty's lea, 

RosHn, and Aberlemno tell. 
With Grampian fields, thy chivalry. 

And how thy foes inglorious fcU. 

We, kindling, mark with death's dreed roar. 
And Despots and their slaves we spurn ; 

How fierce, thy Hon rampant bore. 
Through War's rude ranks at Bannockbum I 
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Yet, not on martial denfe jione. 

Is huik thy pgnraunid of lane, 
Thy peaceful powen haye equal shone, 

Andy wide, o'er earth difTus'd thy name. 

'Twas thine^ bri^t LeamiDg's lamp to trim^ 

By fancy. Wit, and Humour led. 
When howling monks, and darkness dim, 

Europa's brighter climes o'erspread. 

Yea, when in dust defil'd thy horn. 
Cut throuffh thy flaming spear and shield. 

And, rude, thy flowing n^ was torn. 
On hapless Flodden's &tal fleld— 

jByen then thon took'st a nobler aim. 

To break Rome's tyranny, aocurs'd. 
Nor ceas'd, till Freedom's holy flame. 

Her inmost bolt aiMl band had bursts 

Then, barriiig feuds, and base intrigue. 
Thy TaiSTLs with die Ross was twi&'d. 

And neayen and earth beheld, in league, 
The Rhnal Sisters solemn joined. 

Thy Names of glory, who can tdl 1 

Of ancient or of modem tame. 
Paring, the battle's roar to swdl. 

Or wiec^ to build the lofty thyipae. 

A Henby, Douglas, fiALMNTivs, 
A Lindsay, UaviofONO, and DaNSAa, 

A tuneful Monabcb, too, was thine. 
Whose yerse outshone his scqttre far. 

Buchanan, fam'd fi>r Classic lore, 

A Knox, of unsubmitdng soul. 
Who angly stemmM a tyrant's power. 

And consdenoe freed firom base controuU 
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A Ramsay, and a Thomson, chaste, 

A wildly energetic Burns, 
A Beattie, Reid, of powers vast. 

Have all improv'd thee in their turns. 

Nor Ferguson can be foreot, 

Thy mild, thy iaughterJoviog son. 

Who shar'd the Poet's common lot. 
Was prais'd — n^lected— and undone. 

But whence that mingled shout I hear, 
Tumultuous on the groaning blast ! — 

Alas I 'tis Victory, purchas'd dear, 
Thy bravest child, O Scoda ! lost. 

O rouse thee, Caledonia, rouse I 
Thy Sister's red rose waxes pale. 

And, rude, unfeeling Folly strews 
Its leaves upon the passing gale. 

The sad tear damps our festive hours. 
The note moves languid, solemn, slow. 

While o'er thee, thus, the tempest low'rs. 
While thus thou, drink'st the cup of woe. 

For him, our tears are scarcely dry. 
Who, victor, fell on Afric's shore. 

When call'd again to pour the sigh. 
O'er thee, the loy'd, the gallant MpdRE. 

O Moore ! in thee, an army fell, 

A brilliant star untimely set,* 
Thy dirge, the weqping world shall swell. 

With deepest sobs of sad rqgret. 

Where, Genius of our country ! where 
Is now thy lone sequester'd cell ; 

While, heavy, thus, tie turbid air. 
Is rent with Danger's dismal ydl ? 
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To thee, we give the fesUve hour, 
For thee, we weave the votive rhvme, 

Oar hearts, our hands, would stretch thy pow'r. 
Far, to the utmost bound of time. 



>»%»^^^»»^»» 



FAREWISLL 

TO 

M'KENZIE, HIGH CHI^F OF KINTAIL. 

From the Gaelic, 

WALTEB SCOTT, ESQ. 

1 

Farewell to Mackenneth, great Earl of the North, 
The Lord of Lochcarron, Glenshiel, and Seaforth ; 
To the chieftain this morning his course who began. 
Launching forth on the billows his bark like a swan. 
For a far foreign land he has hoisted his s^ 
FarewdU to M'Kenzie, High Chief of Kintail. 

O swift be the Galley, and hardy her crew. 

May her captain be skilliil, her mariners true, 

In danger undaunted, unwearied by toil, 

Though the whirlwind should rise, and the ocean should 

boil: 
On tlie brave vessel's gunnel I drank his bonnail. 
And &rewell to M^Kenzie, High Chief of Kintail, 

Awake in thy chamber, thou sweet southland gale : 
Like the sighs of his people breathe soft on his sail; 
fie prolonged as regret^ that his vassals must know. 
Be fair as thdr faith, and sincere as their woe ; 
Be so soft, and so fair, and so £iithful, sweet gEje, 
Wafting onward M'Kenzie, High Chief of Kintail. 
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Be' his pilot expcrienc'd, and trwty and wise, 
To measure the seas and to study the skies; 
May he hoist all his canvass Srom streaiher to deck. 
But O ! crowd it higher when wafting hira back- 
Till the cliffs of Skooroora, and Conan's glad vale. 
Shall welcome M*Kenzie, High Chief of Kintail. 



DIRGE, ON THE DEATH OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

Why rises the murmur thus solemn and slow ? 

Why is Victory rob'd in the mantle of woe ? 

In the bright eye of Valour, why shoots the dark tear,. 

As, pensive, he bends o'er the blood-crusted spear ? 

O ! who would not weep ? In the land of the slave, 

Unuded, unpity'd, has perish'd the brave ; 

And the boast of his country, the generous Moons, 

All untimely, has fallen on a far foreign shore. 

'Twas vain that the Genius of Freedom's green fsle^ 

Bade the Ehro^ the Tagus, exult in her smile. 

While drench*d, on their banks, in the life-damping dew^. 

A people were scatter*d desponding and few. 

'Twas vfun, that Britannia, triumphant, afar, 

Plow'd harsh, through the re<l roaring suiges of war^, 

Forgetful of glory, she weeps her lov'd Moons, 

Who fell, and who sleeps, on a ^ foreign shore.. 

But cease thee, my Country ! thus hopeless to mourn^ 
Taking fire at his fame, every bosom shall bum. 
Till round thee thy children, in danger J)e found. 
Like him thy protectors, and like him renown'd. 
And low with the stranger, though far be his tomb. 
Still wide spreading, there, green the laurel shall bloQin^ 
And ages approving, shall point to thy Moore, 
In glory, who fell on a far foreign shore. 

Z 
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THfi BARD'S INCANTATION. 

Written under the threcst of Irwammf 1S04. ' 

WALTEB SCOTT, ESQ. 

The forest of Glenmore is drear. 

It is all of black pine, and tibe dark oak tree; 
And the midnight wind, to the moimtob deer^ 

Is whistling the forest lullaby : 
The moon looks thro' the drifting stcMrm, 
But the troubled lake reflects not her foroii 
For the waves roll whitening to the land, 
And dash against the shelvy strand. 

There is a voice among the trees. 

That mingles with the groaning oak— < 

That mingles with the stormy breeze, 
And the lake waves dashing against the rock : — 

There is a voice within the wood. 

The voice of the Bard in fitful mood. 

His song was louder than the blast^ 

As the Bard of Glenmore thro' the forest past* 

" Wake ye from your sleep of death. 

Minstrels and Bards of other days V 
For the midnight wind is on the heath, 

And the midnight meteors dimly bhize r 
The spectre with his bloody hand,* 
Is wandering through the wild woodland ; 
The owl and the raven are mute for dreads 
And the time is meet to awake the dead. 

** Souls of the migh^, wake and say. 
To what high strain your harps were struDfi , 

M^en Lochiin plough'd her biUQwy wayi 
And on your shores her Norsemen flung? 

* The forest of Glenmore is haunted by a spirit called 
|Jiam*dcarg, or red^hand* . 



6 




"•^MiBiic the b«« « ^« ^ ^ere mutt, 
M-w «? 'j^idi to bloody foo^ 




« By aU their .wot^ ^^SSh"^ 
bV all their ««»«.« X&^fars, 

"^^Arfee, thert^^HOTrist's strain. 
For fipw=« *^vSe^^ ^^^ 
Store ii»!«»» "S^S. Jl-Sng R<"»^ 
More gpBpWg *^ri^ffcome." 
Gavil's ravening legion* niu.« 

»'iuthnidvsnoth^ye««-.- 

• Xh« 0»lj5i»cus of Tacittts. 
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^ When targets clash'd, and bugles ning, 
And blades round warriors' heads were filing* 
The foremost of the band w«re we^ 
And hymn'd the joys of liberty." 



THE INVASION. 

ANDEESON. 

Tune, — '' Lingo's wedding/^ 

How fens te, Dick? There's fearfu' news:— 
Udsbreed ! the French are coraiug 1 

There's nought at Carel but parades. 
And sic a drum, drum, drumming: 

The volunteers and brigadiers 
Are a* just mad to meet them ; 

And England e'en maun hing her head. 
If Briton's (Hnna beat them. 

Then there's the Rangers, a* in green, i 
Commanded by brave Howard — 
' Of a* his noble km, not yin 
Was ever ca'd a coward. 

Thw'U pop the Frenchmen off like steyfe. 
If e'er they meet, Fli bail them ; 

Wi' sic true Britons at their heads. 
True courage cannot fail them. 

Thir French are desperate wicked diieL^ 

If it be true they tell us, 
For where they've been, folk curse the day 

They e'«r saw sic sad fellows.. 
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They flaHt ihe ttee o* filmy. 
Am iiireliiigs dance aroand it. 

But millions waterH wi' their tears> 
And bid the de^ confound ic 

Our parson says, '* we bang'd them stilf, 
** And bang theai stOl we must, man^ 

^ For he deserves a coward's death, 
^ That frae tibem e'er wad run, man : 

*' What feckless courts, and worn-out states^ 
* TheyVe conquerM just by knav'ry ; 

** But every volunteer will prove, 
•* A Briton kens nae slav ry,** 

I've thoi^t and thought, sin I kend ought,^ 
Content's the greatest blessin', 
, And he that seizes my bit Ian' 
Deserves a guid sound dressin'. 

AuLD Bnglakd, though we count thy faulty 

For ever we'll defend thee J 
To foreum tyrants should we bow, 

Theyf mar, but never mend thee. 



^%<%»%*m%<%* 



CULLODEN. 

NICBOLSON. 

Tune,—** 0/ arei^e sleeping Maggie f" 

The heath-cock craw'd o'er muir an' dale, 
Red raise the sun, the sky was cloudy, 

While must'ring fiur, wi' distant yell, 
The north'ren bands march'd stern an' steady. 

O! Duncan, DonaU^t ready I 

W^ tword miC targe he eeelu the charge. 

An* frae hw skoumer Jlkigs the phudy I 
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Nae mair we chace the fleet-foot I'oe, 

O'er down an* dale, o*er raountaiB flyin^; » 

But rush like tempests on the foe. 
Thro' mingled groans the war-note crying', 
0/ Duncan^ DomUTs ready f Sfc. 

A prince is come to claim his ain, 
A stem o* Stewart, frien'less Charlie; 

What Highlan' han' its blade wou'd hain, ' 
What Highlan' heart behint would tarry? 
O ! Duncan^ Dowdd^s ready / 

I sec our harcfy clans appear. 

The sun ba<^ firae theu* blades is beamhi'; 
The south'ren trump fells on my ear, 
Their banner'd lions proudly streamih*. 
Now^ Dofudd, JDuncan^s ready/ 
Now, Donald, DuneanU ready/ 
WUbm his hand he grasps his brand; , 
Fierce is the fray, thejfeld is bloody ! 

But lang shall Scotlan' me the day, 

She saw her flag sae fiercely flying ? 
Culioden's hills were hills o' wae; 
Her honour lost, her warriors dying. 

Duncan now nae mair is ready! 
Duncan now nae mair is ready! 
The brand is fa^enfrae out his httn\ 
His bonnet blue lies stairCd and hluidy ! 

Fair Flora's gane her love to sedc ; ^ 

Lang may she wait for his retumin' ; - ' 

The midnight dews fa* on her check ; 

What han' shall dry her tears o' moumin* ? . 
Duncan now nae mair is ready! ^c» . 
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THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR, 

BCJENS. 

TCNE,— ** Cameromari rant** 

cam' ye here the fight to shun. 
Or herd the sheep wi' me» man. 

Or was ye at the Sherra-muir, 
And did the battle see» man ? 

1 saw the battle, sair and teugh-. 
And reekin'-red ran mony a sheugh. 
My heart for fear gae sough for sough. 
To hear the thuds, and see the duds 
O' clang firae woods, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man.. 

The red-coat lads wi' black cockades 

To meet them wese na sTaw, man ; 
Tbey rushM and push'd and bluid outgush'd^. 

And mony a bouk did fa', man : 
The great Argyle led on his files, 
I wat they glanced twenty miles; 
They hough'd the clans like nine-pin kyles. 
They hack'd and hash'd, while broad-swords clashll^ 
And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd and smash'd, 

'Till fey man cfied awa, man. 

But had' you seen the philibegs, 

And skyrin tartan trews, man. 
When in the teeth they dar'd our whigs. 

And covenant true-blues, man : 
In lines .^tended lang and laige j 
When bayonets oppos'd the targe. 
And thousands hi»ten'd to the charge, 
Wi' Hiffhland wrath they fi>ae the sheath^ 
Drew Uades o' death, till, out o' breath, 

Thqr fled like frighted doo8» man^ 
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liow dell Tarn can that be true? * 
The chace gaed frae the north, man : 

1 saw myselF, they did pursue* 

The horsemen back to Forth man; 
And at Dunblane, in my ain sight, 
They took the brig wi* a' their might, 
Ajid straught to Stirling wingM their flight; 
But cursed lot ! the gates were shut, 
And mony a huntit poor red*coat. 

For fear am^st dui swarf, man. 

My sister Kate cam up die gate, 

Wi' crowdie unto me, man{ 
She swoor she saw some rebels run 

Frae Perth unto Dundee, man : ' / 

Their left-hand general had nae skilly 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neebors' bluid to spill; 
For fear, by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose, they scar'd at blows. 

And hameward fast did flee, man> 

They've lost some gallant gentlemen, 

Amang the HiglUand clans^ man; 
X fear my lord Panmure is slam. 

Or in his en'mies' hands, man. 
Now wad ye sing this double flight, 
Some fell for wrang, and some for right ; 
* And mony bade the world gude night ; . 
Say, pell and mell, wi' muskets knell ; 
How tones fell, and whigs to h-11 

Flew affm frighted bands, man. 

Vol. II. Q 
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MTHERSOJTS FAREWELL. 

* BUENS. 

FAEEWEi^t, ye djmgeons, dark and strpng, 

The wretched destiniel 
MTherson's time will not be long, 

On yonder gallows tree^ 

$ae ranHngfyjSae wantovly, 

Sae dauntmgly gaed he. 

He fUiifd a spring, and dandd ii roundf 
Below the gedlows4ree. 

O what is dea<& hut parting l^eathl 

On many a bloody plain, 
Pve dar*d his face, and in this plac^ 

I scorn him yet again l 
Sae ranti/f^, ^c^ 

Untie these bands from off my hands^ 

And bring |» pie my sword ; 
And there^s no a man in all Scotland, 
' But I'll brave Jum at a wonj^ 
Sae rm^ng^yi 4"<?» 

Tve liv^d a life of start and strife; 

Idieby treadierie; 
It burns my heart I must depart 

And not avenged be. 
Sae rantfngfy, S^q* 

Now farewell tight, thou sunshine bright, 

And all beneath the skj^ ! 
May coward shame ay stain his nam^, 

The wretch that dares no( die ! 
Sa^ ratUi9fgfy, Sfc. 
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A VISION. 

As ! st<KMl by yon roofless tower, 
Where the wa^-fiower scents the dewy air, 

Where the howlet fooums in her ivy bower. 
And tells the midnight moon her care; 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 

The stars they shot alang the dcyi 
The tod was howling on the hill. 

And the dfstant^ec&oiiig* glens reply | 

The bum, adown its hazelly path, 

Was rushing bv the ruin'd wa^ 
Hasting to join tne sweeping Nitn, 

Whase roarings seemM to rise and fa'f 

The cauld blae ncHth was streaming forth 

Her lights, wi' hissing eerie din ; 
Athort the lifl they start and shift. 

Like fbrtone's favotm, tint as win« 

Now, looking over firth and fauld. 
Her horn the pdle-facM Cynthia re^r^d. 

When, la I in form of Minstrel auld, 
A stern and Stewart ghaist appeared; 

And ihte his harp sic strains did flow, 

Might rous'd the slumbering dead to hear; 

But on ! it was a tale of woe. 
As erer met a Briton's ear. 

He sang wi' Joy hit fbrater day, ^ 

He weeping, waird his 'latter times ;l 
But what-ne said it was nae play, 

I winna ventur't in my rhymes* 



J 
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NEVER BE PEACE, TILL JAMIE COME HAME. 

BURNS. 

By yon castle wa', at the dose «f the day, 
I heard a man sing, though bis head it was grey; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came-^ 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes haoie* 

The church h in ruins, the state is in jars. 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars: 
We dare na' weel sa/t, but w£ ken wha's to blame*^ 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now I greet round their green beds in the yird i 
It brak the sweet heart o' my faithfu' auld dame-—. . 
Therell never be {>eace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that bowa-me down, 
Sin' I tint mv bairns, and he tint his crown ; 
But 'till my last mpments my words are the same-«» 
There'll never be peace ^till Jamie comes hame. 

CALEDONIA. 

SURNS. 

Tune,—" 7%e Ploagh BoyJ* 
There once was a day, bat old time then was youngs 

That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line, 
From some of your northern deities sprung, 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia's divine?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain. 

To hunt or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign. 

And pledg'd her thdr godheads to warrant it gopcL 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war, 

The pride of hef kindred, the heroine grew; 

Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore,-^ 
" Whoe'er shall provoke thee th' encounter shall me!" 



With tillage iyt'psaitQit^ at timei she Mnould sport, 
To feed her bur. flocks by her green rustling corn; 

Bat chiefly the woods were her favourite resort, 
Her darling afnusement the hounds and the horn. 

Long quiet she reignMj till thitherward steers 

A flight of bold eagles from Adria's strand ; 
Repeated, successive, for many long years. 

They darken^ the air, and they plunderM the land : 
Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry, 

They'd conquerM and ruin'd a world beside ; 
She took to her hills, and her arrows let fly, 

The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The fell Harpy raven took wing from the north, 

The scourge of the seas, and the dread' of the shore; 
The wild Scandinavian boar issu'd forth 

To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore : 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fury prevail'd^ 

No arts could appease theni, no arms could repel { 
But brave Caledonia in vain tbey assaii'd, 

As Largs well can witness, and Loncartie tell* 

The Chameleon savage disturb'd her repose, . 

With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife; 
Provok'd bevond bearing, at last she arose. 

And robb d him at once of his hopes and his- life : 
The Anglian lion, the terror, of France, 

Ofr prowling, ensanguin'd the Tweed's silver flood ; 
But taught by the bri^t Caledonian lance. 

He learned to' fear in his own native wood. 

Thus bold, independent, uneonquer'dj and free; 

Her bright course of glory for tfver shall z^in: 
For brave Caledonia immortal must be; 

ni prove it from Euclid as clear as die sun; 
Rectangle-triaBgle,thefigureiwe'li choose,. 

The upright is Cfaanoe,.and old Time is> the base; 
But brave Caledonia^ tbe^hypothenAsef " 

Then ergo, she'll nuitdi<theihi.aMkiiiikteh*tliemialway4. ' 
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UP AND WAR THEM A* WILLIE. 

When we went to the field of war. 
And to the weaponshaw* Willie, 
With true design to stand our ground. 

And rchace our faes awa^ Wiilie. 
Lairds and lords cam there bedeen, 
And vow gin they were pra*, Willie* 
Up and war *em a\ Willie; 
War Vw, war *cwi a% WilUe. 

And when our army was drawn up. 
The bravest e'er I saw, Willie, 

We did not doubt to rax the rout. 
And win the day and a*, Willie. 

Pipers play'd frae right to lefi^ 
fy, furich whigs awa', Willie. 
Up and war, ^c. 

But when our standard was set up^ 
So fierce the wind did bla', Wuiie^ 

The golden knop down frae the top^ 
Unto the ground did fa*, Willie; 

Then second-sighted Sandy said. 
We'll do nae good at a', Willie. 
Up and war, Sfc. 

When bra'ly they attacked our left. 
Our front, and flank, and a', Willie ; 

Our bauld commander on the green. 
Our faes their left did ca, Willie, 

And there the greatest slaughter made^ 
That e'er poor Tonald saw, Willie. 
Up and war, 4^, 

First when they saw our Highland mob^ 
They swore they'd slaj^ us a'» Willie^ 

And yet ane ^I'd his br^ for fear» 
And sae didxia awa'y Willie* 
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We draye tkem back to BooB^lirigs^ ' 
Dngoom, aod Ibot^ and »', Willie. 
Up and wary ^. 

But when tbelr general view'd our Hnei^ 

•And tbem in order saw, Wflli^ 
He straight did march into the town, 

And back his left did draw, Willie : 
llius we taught them the better gate 

To get a better fa', Willie. 
Up and war^ ^c. 

And then we rally'd on the hills. 

And bravely up did draw, Willie : 
But gin ye speer wha wan the day, 

ril tell you what I saw, Willie: 
We baith did fight, and baiUi were beat» 

And baith did rin awa*, Willie. 
So there's my canty Highland sang 

About the thmg I saw, Willie. 



THE DAYS 0' LANG SYNE. 

When war had broke in on the peace o' auld men, 
Andfrae Chelsea to armft they were sumroonM again, 
Twa vet'rans grown ^y, wi' their muskets sair soil'^ 
Wi' a sigh were relatmg bow hard they had toil'd; 
The ditim it was beating, to fight they incline. 
But ay they look back on the days o' iang syne. 

£h ! Davie, man, wed thou rem^nbers the time, 
When twa brisk young callans, an' just in our prime, 
The prince led us, conqadr^d, an' ^ow'd us the way. 
An' monya bisw dHeid w6 tom'd cauld on that day t 
Still again ^vould I veotiire'^is auld trunk o' nuBe, 
Cou'd our gen'raU but lead, or .we figh^ U^e Iang sj^ne* 



18S> n-EU&ic Asn 

But garrison duty is a' we cftA^cb, 

Tho' our arms are worn weak, yevoar tatftsare dill true; 

We car'd na for danger by land or by sea, 

For time is tum'd coward^ an* no. you and me ; 

And though at Qiur:&t^>>ve mfty sadlv- t^q^tne, ' 

Youth winna return, nor the.sti^ength e' lang syne*' 

When after our conquests, it joys me to mind, ^ 
How thy Jean caress'd thee, and my Meg was kind ^ 
They shar'd a' our dangers, tho* ever sae hard. 
Nor car'd we for plunder, when sic our reward : 
Ev'n now, they're resolv'd baith their hames to resign. 
And to share the hard fate they wercr us'd to lang syne. 



KAIL BROSE OF AULD SCOTLAND, 
Tune,—* O the roast Beef of Old EnglaM.^ 

When our ancient forefetiiers agreed wi* the laitd; 
For a piece o* guid grun* to be a- kail-yard. 
It was to the brose that they paid their regard; 

O / the haU-brose of avid Scotland, 

AfC O ! the Scottish kaU4>rose. 

When Fei^s, the first of our kings, I suppose. 
At the head • ol hh nobles had rvanquish'd > our 'fbe% 
Just before U»ey began they'd b#en feasting on brosc. 
OJ the kaiUrose, ^e. 

Our sodgers were drest in their kilts and sliort hose>, 
Wi' their bonnets and belts which their dress did compose, ^ 
And a bag of oat-meal oh their backs to be brose. 
0/ the kaU-drose, ^c. 

At our anmiab elections- fer^bi^itt^^m mayot^ > . • 
Naektdksfaawff^o' 'pudding' orlMrtft'W«*e«cen iheneic ' i 
But a co^o' ^id brose waa.llie'&miiritdfkrav/ 
OitthkfkaiMroiei^.' 
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But when we remember the Bng^h our foei^' 

Our aneestors beat. them. Wi' very few blows, 

John Bull oft cried, ' O i let's rin^ thejVe got bvosc/ 

But now that the thistle Is jcmdM to the rose. 
And the English: hue langer are counted our foeif ' 
We've lost a great deal oi oar relish for brose*^ i 
OJ the kail-brose, Sfc. - - 

Yet each true-hearted Scotsman, by nature jocose^ 
Likes always to feast on a cog o' guid brose ; 
And thanks be to heav'n, we've yet plenty of thode; 
O ! the kaMrose, ^ 



felLLICRANKIE. 

Clavers and his Highlandmen, 

Came down upo' the raw, man. 
Who being stout, g^va many a clout : 

The lads began to di»w then. 
With sword and terge into their. hand, 

Wi' which they were nae slaw, man, 
Wi' raony a fearfu' heavy sigh 

The lad began to claw then. 

O'er bush, o'er bank, o*er ditch, o'er stank* 
She flang amang them a", man ; 

The butter-box got mony knocks, 
, Their rigging's paid for a' then. 

They ^ot th^ pa«ks, wi' sudden straiks. 
Which to tlieir grief they saw, man ; 

Wi' cUnkum clanl^im o'er their v«rowiMb 
The lads begai) to fa' then* . 
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Hur skiDt aboat, liur leapt ftbdiie; 

And flang anmng them a'/ man. 
The BfigUsk hMed got hrokto iieadb; 

Their crowns were cleavM in twa then# 
The durk and door made their last hour. 

And proT'd their filMil fa**, BtNHir; 
They thooght the devil had bete there^ 

That ptey'd Ihem tic a paw then* 

The solemn league and cotenant 

Came whiggjing up the hills^ man. 
Thought Highland trews durst not refuse 

For to subscribe their bills then. 
Ih Willie's name they thought na ane 

Durst stop their course at a', man^ 
But hur nainselly wi' mony a knock^ 

Cry'd, furich whigs awa, man* 

Sir Evan Du, and his meti true; 

Came linking uptbe brink, roatf. 
The Hogan Dutch they feared such. 

They bred a horrid stink then. 
The true Maclean j and his fierce men. 

Came in amang them a', man-; 
Nane durst withstsand his heavy hati^ 

AU fled and ran awa^ dienr 

Oh' on a ri, oh' on a ri. 

Why should she lose King Shames, man. 
Oh' rig in di, oh' rig in di. 

She shall break a' her banes then, 
With furichinish,-an' stay a while. 

And speak a word or twa, man. 
She's gie a straik, out o'er the neck. 

Before ye win awa* then. 

O fy for shame, ye're three ^ ane. 
Her nain-fle)l'» won the day, man. 

King Sh«me»* #ed coatt shooM be hung up^ 
Because they ran awa' thai i 



Had bent their i»9V8»J&e H^hkyad ^ews^ 
And fliade ju ^uiig^ ^tiw, man, 

^Hiey'd sav'd their kljpg, tniit Mtered ^liiog, 
And Willie jsm «wi? then. 



THE THISTLE. 

f^ET them boast of tlie country gave Patridc his fame« 
Of the land of the ocean, and AngUan name, 

With their red blushing roses, and shamrock sae green; 
Far dearer to me are the bills of the North, 
The land of blue mountains, the birth place of worth. 
Those mountains where Freedom has nx'd her abode. 
Those wide spreading glens, where no slave ever trode. 

Where blooms the red heather and thistle sae green. 

Though rich be the ^11^ where blossoms the rose$ 
And^epk the high mountains, and^oover'd with snows. 

Where bloo«M the red healher jaa4 thistle sae green ; 
Yet for friendship sincere, and for loyalty true^ 
And for courage «o bold, }^hich no &e ^ou]d subdue, 
Unmatch'd is our country, unriyalFd our swains. 
And lovely and true are the nymphs on pnr plains; 

Where rises t^ tjhistli^:— the thi^ sfie gre^. 

Far fam*d are our sires |n the battles of yore, 
And many the cairrdes that rise on our shore. 

O'er the. foes that invaded. liie thistle sae grec^; . 
And many a ccdrme shall rise on oi^r strand. 
Should the torrent of lyar ever burst on our .land; 
^et foe cpme on foe, like wave lypon .:ivave, 
;We*ll j^ye them a welcome, we'll give them ,a grave, 

Beneath the red ^c^t^r and tbutle ftae g;reen ! 
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O ! dear to ouir souls are the blessings of Heav'ii» 
The freedom we -boast of, tbe land which we Ike in, 

The land of the thistle— the thistle sae green : ■■' 
Fprthat land and that freedom our fathers have bled, 
And we swear by the blood which our fathers have shed. 
That no foot of a foe shall e'er tread on their grave ; 
But the thistle shall bloom on the bed of the brave-* 

The thistle of Scotia! — the thistle sae green ! 



TRANENT MUIR. 



The Chevalier, bemg void of fear, 

Did march ttp Birsle brae, tma, 
And thro' Tranent, e'er he did stent, 

As fast as he could gae, man ; 
While General -Cope did taunt and mock, 

Wi' mony a loud huzza, man; 
But e'er next mom proelaim'd the cock. 

We heard ankher craw, fossxu 

The brave Lo<^iel, ♦ as I heard tell, 
Led Camerons on in chuds, man ; - 

The mominff fair, and clear the air, 
They loosM with devilish thuds, man ; 

• Donald Cameron of Lochiel, chief of the clan Cam- 
eron, a gentleman of great bravery, and of the most amiable 
dispoiifion. He was wounded at the bftttte of Cullodeo, 
and died in France colonel of a regiment, which his grateful 
master bad procured him, as a small reward and compensa- 
tion for hie. great -setvices asd miifortanes^l^48. 



Down gnaft dior thsew, andiiMMi i^ dt«ir» 
, And soon dididnce ^hem atf, fli«a^' • 
On Seaton Crqftt they imft their chafti» 
And gast them rin like daft» maa. 

The Unff druoonB .awore blood and *ood$^ 

TheyM make tlie rebeU run, man; 
And yet they flee when them they see^ 

And winna fire a gon, man: 
They tnrnM their back, the foot they brakc^ 

Such teirrQr.ieiz'd thi^m a', man; 
^me wet tlieiir cheeks^ some fyl'ci thc^r ^j^ks^ 

And somb for fear i^dtdf, jdan. • ^ 

The volunteers prick'd up their ears, 

And vow g^ they were crouse, maa; 
But when the bairns saw't turn to eam's^ 

They were not.wonh a louse, man; . 
Maist feck gade:hame; O ^ for shaM!. 

They'd . better st^y'dawa^ man* . . '. 

Than wi' cockade t^ ma^^ parad^ 

And.do,jP^ good at <k'* /aia^« 

Menteith * the great, whefk -hei^l 4i^, 

Un'wares did ding him o'er inan; ' 
Yet wadna stand to bear a hand, . .. * • 

' But aff fou fiist,di4 scouf, man.: 
;0'er Soutra hillj e'er he stood still. 

Before be tasted me^t, j^^an: 
Troth he may brag of hii i^ift nag, 

That bare him aif sfL^ fleet; tnati. 

.« The minister of l<oagfoncnacqs, .a .volualMK-; vAiq, 
bsupentag to coma* the mgl^t , before the battle, upon a 
fiigfalander eastng nature at Breeton, threw ibiai «i«r, and 
.carried his gun as a $i:opby to C«pe*8 0$mp* . . 
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AaA Bioipioii kesn'^^ to dbiyr the' eea 

Of rebeU&r.kk wrangyiaBUi, ' 
Did netror ttrive wi* pistds fire^ ' 

But gallop!d wfth the thnuig^ man;- ' 
He turn'ci his back, and in a crack 

Wa» cleanly put ef sight man; 
And tfioogbt it^best; it was nae jest 

Wi' HigMaiiders to fight, man. 

*MaQg8t a' the stog natte bade the batiig. 

8ttt twa, and aoe was tane, man; 
IBpr CampbidQ rade, but Myrie -f staid, . 

' And saJr he paid the kain, man ; 
Fell skelps he got, was waur than shot,^ 
. Frae the sharp-edg'd claymore, roan; 
Frae many a. spout came hmning out 

Hb reddng«et red gore^ man; • • / 

But Gard^MT % bfBv# dbi sdil behaive> 

Like to a b^ ha*ight^ iriiln ; 
Wb courage tnie^ like faim were few,. 

That still dlMf^fled ffight, man; 
For kmg and laws, and oountr)K'9 cause. 

In honour's bed he lay, man; 
His life, bpl'^ot ^is courage^ ^ed* 

While he ha^ breath. to draw, uiaii. 

* Anodier rsTcn^d Tolunte^r, wbpsaid lpew<^Id con- 
vince the rebels pf their error h^ tbe diot of his pistols p 
hftving. for that piirpo<;c, tw.o iri bis pqcj^ets, ;two in hit 
boliterik <nd one in bts belt. 

f Sir. Myrie wjttj a studeot of pbytic, from Jamaica ; h« 
tmered as a ▼oluotecr in Cope's avmy, and was miserably 
mangled by tbe broadswords. 

p Janes 6ardinar, tokmerof a fegiment of horse. This 
gatlikqt oiBbBr and goed man, bcCng deserted by Ills (roap5, 
ma kiUcd igr a MgMandeiv with a Loehaber axe. The ate 
h prcaarrad lo dia HuaMaa Mtfitem, Qhafgnr. 



And Major Bo^^, that Wort!)y sottl, ^ 

Was bright down to the ground, mafi; ^ 
His horse being ^ot, it wdd hh lot ' - 

For to get mohie a wound, man: 
Lieutenant Smith, of Irish birth, 

Frae whom he calPd for aid, man. 
Being full of dread, Isp o'er his head, ' 

And wadna b& gaih^rd, qi^n. \ -^ 

He made sl^ jbast^ sae i^piurr^d hi^ bw^.^ . ...^ 

'Twas little ther^l^e saw, man; -. - .^ ■ . i 
To Ber;i¥i<^Jrftdjey.il^ ^^Beljr 8aiii» . . .,. _ 

The Scots were f cb^ %\ maiu 
But let that end, foi^ well 'tis'kend 

His use an4 wpnt to lie, i^jan; . . , . 
The Teague is naught, he nepffr ^A^t^;. 

When he had room to flec^ maq. - ,,^ 

And CaddeU drest, amang the rest, ' 

With gun «nd good dtELymofe, fim, / ' 
On geldmg grey he rode that wfey, * 

With pistols set before, man; * ^ 

The cause was good, l^d mnd bis blood* ' 

Before that he would yield, man; 
But the night before, he- left' the core^ 

And never &c'd the field, man. 

But gallant Roger, like a soger, - - - 

Stood and bravely bought, man; 
Vm wae to tell, at last he fell. 

But mae down wi' iina brought, nian: 
At point of deadi, wi' his last breath, 

(9onl6 standing round !n ring, man,) , ^ 

OnV back lying flat, he wav'd his hat. 

And cry^d, God save the king, man. * 

Some Highland rogues, like huagrj dogs, cl 

..Ni^ecting to p«DiBU€^ man, 
About they fttc'd, and in greait haste 
Upon the booty flew^ man; * > 



198. HEROIC AKtr 

• . raic^ls an' giiQs ail' a'; 
' Hbll qpiekly see Donald Macdona!d» 
Wi' guns an* pistols an' a*. 

WM diotl^ i4re befi^i^it young Charlie? 

To iell it I difana think sname; 
PboT iftd ! be ciam to us but barelpf, 
, ..And reckon*d our mountains his hame^ 
'tis true that our xeaaen forbade }a. 

But tenderness carried the day: 
Had 6eord|e cptm; ^fiid)es9 Jfuptngf V^ 
Wi' him live .bad a' gane away* 
Sii^ora an' bu(^er an' a , , 
Buckler an' sword an' a'» 
Tot Geoi^ we'll eneoumer the 40fi\i 
Wi* sword an' buckler an' a% 

An' O I wad eaj^erly press him / . 

The keys o' the £ast to retain^ 
For should he gie up ^he possession. 

We'll soon hae to force them again; 
Than yield up an inch wi' dishonour, 
Thoii^ it were my ^ishin' blow; . 
He a^ may depend on Macdonald, 
Wi's Highlandmen all in 4 row. 
Knees an* elbowa an' a\ 

ElboWs an knees an* a' : 
Depend upon Donald Mao^orndd, 
His knees an elbows an' a^ 

If Bonaparte lani at Fort-Hfriirain, 
Auld £u 'ope nae langer sht^U grane; 

I Ittugh whan I think How we'll gail h^ 
wV bullet, wi'^ steel, an' wi* stane: 

Wi* rocks o' the Nevis an' Gairy 
.We'll rattle him aflf fr^e the shore. 

Or lull him asleei 



And 



him asleep in a cAirney, 
dDg him LoMber no kont 
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Slane9 an' bullet? an* a*. 

Bullet? an* stanes an a'; 
We^ll finish ih& Conican callan^ 

W stanes ^* ball^ pn* a*. 

irhe GfordoR k gtade in a hwrry^ 

An*' Campbell is steel to the bane, 
^n' Grant, an' Mackenzie, an^ Mnmyi 

An' Cameron vrill faurid^ to nanei 
"the Stu^ is stuniy and wannel. 

An' sae is Maclm an' Mackay; 
An' I, thdr gode^witber Maodonald, 
Sail neVer be last in the fray. 
Brogues an* brochen an' a*, 

Broehen an' brogues an' a^*; 
An' np wi' the bonoie blue bonnet^ 
Pe k\\\ im' the feather an' a'. 

JiAiOH qpUNTRV sandy; 

ToWE-^** Woo'd and maf^iri^ and a'.*' 

My name it is Laigfo-countt*y Sandy, 
NeW fealPd ft>r the face of ft to; 
By king ah* by country I'll stahd aye, 

Whenevd" thefre thVefilen'd wi* wac* 
When arpaed an' placM in my stati6n, 

To march, an* to front, an' to whec^i 
I'll fight for ftuld Scotland's salvation, 
A]^8t baith the Dutch an' the de'il» 
King an* People an* a*, , 

Ix>rds an' Cdtnmons an' a', 
Shall keep up t(dr auld indcpeilden^e^ 
Or Sandy soil fi^t tiM he fa', 



May I get my sbouthersw^l clankit^ 
Gif e'er I tell ought but the truth; 
Your chins they can front it an' flank it» 

As weel as we lads o' the South ; 
Tho' Cameron's braw lads ! took the gumples. 

An' wadna own Qeote& a¥J^ 
Yet they'll hazard their nedf^ and their rumples. 
To chase the invaders. awa« . 
Drums an' tmmpetft an' a', 

Trumpete an' dnims an' a*; 
They'll hazard thdr nedcs and thdr rumples. 
To chase the invaders awa. , 

Yet dinna think we are less faithfu' 

Than Donald's blue-has netted core. 
Or yet.o' our padlets mair laithfu', 

Sude Frenehm^ e'er land on our shore. 
If e'er the tyrannical buckie, 

A sword m our country sude draw, 
We'll rally a', happy go luckie. 
An' chase the mvaders awa. 
Pikes an' batons an* a', 

Batons an' pikes an' a'; 
We'll rattle the Corsican's shouthers 
Wi' pikes an* batons an' a'. . 

Auld Scotland was never sae tipsy. 

Nor strutted sae braw i^ her gear, 
Sm' that time the Catholic gipsy 

Held a' the hale kirks in a steer. 
For a' their religious bother, 

Baith kirkmen, sec^der^ an' a'. 
They'll thraw their opinions a' throutlier». 
An' thresh the invaders awa. 
Whigs an' tpries an* a', 

Tories an' whigs an' a'j 
^111 drown thdr debates in a bumper, 
. An' chs|se the invaders ^wa. 
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I'be black fouk frae Symime, that weer tts 

Wi' monie braw lang-nebbit wordis^ 
Sude onie grest dangir come near m, 

Thar b(^B theyvMrnSier for swohfe^ 
An' if this miichievous btrUe * 

Into our dear country sude come, 
^They'll cast a' their creeds at their a— s, ^ 
An* row-de-dow fpUow the drum. 
Wigs ai|' cassocks an^ 9l\ 

CtoscK^s an' vdgsan^ a', 
liey^U cleek up a rusty tsrown jennet^ 
Aifi* .thunder the rascals awa. 

trhe wivcfs an' the lasses enraged. 

The grit anes as weel as the poor. 
Thdr husbands an' sweethearts engaged,; 

They'll kick up a terrible stour : 
If feye^ they see the Sans Culottes, 

Their ladyships winna tie slaw, 
O* tankards an' plates to mak bull^ti, 
To pelt the invadei^s awa^ 
Tilngs an* pbkefs W a*. 

Pokers an' tangs an* ^^; 
Wi' true Amazonian vkour. 
They'll pelt the in'^dcjfs airiu 

SHEiilFFlMtJlft.* 

Thipre's some say that we wan. 
Some say that they wan, 
Some say that nane wan at a' man; 

* The battle of Ounblain or Sberiff-muir was fought on 
the 12th of November 1715, between the earl of Mar, Ibr 
the Chevalier, aiid the duke of Argyle finr tb# fcivtVtanient. 
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But one tbiog I'ln.iiire^ 
That at Sberifi^liiitr, 
A battle there was, whic^ I sair, man; 
And weraa, and theyTttD, a^d tiiey rati, and we ran. 
And we ran, and they rari awa, 



Brave Aijyle * and Belhavefi, f 

Not like OTghted Leven, J 
Which Rothes $ and Haddington 11 saw/ into; 

For they all with Wightman t 

Advtinc d on the right, man. 
While others took flight, being raw, man; 
And we ran, and they ran, ^c. 

Lord Roxbuigh P* wiu there. 
In order to share , , 

With Douglas, ff who stood not in awe^ man,- 



Both sides claimed the Tictory, the left wiag of eif%«r army 
being routed. The captare of Preslpn, it is vefy remark* 
able, happened on the same day. 

* John (Campbell) Sd duke of Affgjlt, cdonbander-iD- 
chief of the government forces ; a DObleman of great talents 
and integrity, much respected by all parties : died 1749* 

f John (Hamilton) lord Belhaven; served as a Tolunteer; 
and had the command of a troop of horse raised by the 
county of Haddington : perished at sea, 1721. 

f David (Lesly) earl of XiCven; for the govemmeot. 

§ John (Lesley) earl of Rothes ; for the government. 

I Thomas (Hamilton) earl of Hadding^>n; for the 
government* 

^ Major-general Joseph Wightman. 

. •* Jol|n<Ker)firtt duke of Boiburgh) for Ule govein- 
nsant, 

ft AMMMd (Dovt^) Duko of Douglas. 
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Volunteerly to ramble 
With Lord Loudon Campbell^ * 
Brave Ilay f did suffer for a% man. 
And we ran, avid ibey run, ^c^ 

Sir Joha Sohow, | that great' Icinglit, 
With broadswoi^d most mght. 
On horseback he brbkh^ did cbai^e, mkn; 
An hero that's boncl. 
None could him withold, 
> He stoutly encountered tke tu^emeii. > • 
And we ran, and tkeaf ran, ^(s > 

For the cowardly Wfaittam^'^^ ' . 
For fear ihey should cut. him, 
. Seeing glittering broadswoi ds with a pa*, mmtf 
.And.that in snch thiaqgy 
Made Bpdrd edicang, || 
And from the brave * clans tun iiwa, - mail. 
And we ran, and f key 'ran,' 4^c» 

Brave Mar If and Paomure ** 
Were firm I iim sure, 
The latter was kidnapt ava, 9)an,, 

* Hugh (Caropbclf) e&rl of Loudon. 

f Archibald earl of Islay, brother to the duke of Argyle* 
Hh ^B dangerously wounded. 

t An o^cer in the troop of gentlemen .volunteers. 

^ Major-general Thomas Whltham* 
; -Jlji, jfK (Kn,aid,-dvircamp* 

5 jAl^n..(£riBkijDe,) earl-of Mw, cbmmander^in* chief of 
the Chevalier's army; a nobleman of great spirit, honour, 
and abilities. He died at Aix-la-Chapelie in 1732. 

** James (Maule) earl of Panmure; died at Paris, 1725. 
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Witii brisk men about. 
Brave Harry * retook 
His brother, and laught at them a\ rnaiv. 
And we ran^ and tkey ran^ ifc» ^ • 

Gravj^ Maivhdl f and Litkgow, X 

And (jrlengary'ft \ pith too, ' 

Assisted fc^y brave Lc^g^man, (j 

And Grordons the bri^t^ 

So boldly did fig||l,t^ 
The red coatjs jtook 0i§^t ftnd aara^ maa^ 
And we ran, and they ran^ ^. 

* Honaurable Harry Maule, brother to the «atl. Thti 
circumsunce here alluded to is time related in tlie earl of 
Mar's pfiotttd aoeouat of tb» engapfement : •* Tlie prisoiters 
taken by us were very civMl^ need, and none of .them stript. 
Some were allowed to retjim to 3titriing upon tbeHr parole. 
&c... The t^m prisoaar^ 4ak«fi on cair left were mau oif 
them stript and wounded after taken. Xbe earl of Faomura. 
being first of the prisoners wounded after uken. They 
having refused his parole, he was left in a village, and by 
the hasty retreat of the enemy, 4ipon the approach of our 
army, was rescued by his brother and his servants.*' 

f <^eorge ( Keith) earl Marischal, then a youth- 'it col- 
lege. He died at bis government of Neufchatel in 1771. 
His, brother, the cel<il>r«ted >nyirshal Keith, ji^aa witUim i^ 
A^h battle. 

^ James (t.ivingston') earl of .Cfilendar an4 tflvMlStigq^ ^ 
attainted. 

$ Alexander Macdonald of Glengary, laird of a clan; a 
ibrave and spirited chief: atldnted. 

Q Thomas Drummpnd of Logie- Almond ; com'nlan(l«4 
{(ihe'twobptta^ajopaf Qf^ummb'Bds. Hc-wasivouiiM* 
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Strathmore f and Clanronald f 
CitM stiU, Advance Donald! 

'191 hM these heroes did fa', man : % 
For there was such hashing. 
And broadswords a clashing, 

firave Forfiir § himself got a claw» mun. 
And we ran^ and ihey ran, 4^. 



* John (Lyon) earl oif Stfatbmon; ** a man of good 
iptartM, of a most amlablo ^ispoaitigii and ^harsBtar*' * 



f Randd Hacdomdd, ^aptaill olT Clan lUnald. N» B, 
Tho captain of a clao #tfs one who, being next or near in 
.blood to the chief, beaded them in bis infancy or abwnce. 

f «* ^9 have lost to our regret, the earl of Strafhtncfre and 
A^^pUin of Chm» Ranald.*' £arl ^ Mar's Letter to' Ibe 
:goveroor of Perth. Again, printed aosount : ** We can^t 
jfind aboye 60 of our men in aM killed, among wbcm werte 
•the earl of Stcathnore [and] ih« eaptaia of Clan* Ranald, 
lioth much lamented." The latter, •* for bis good -parti and 
4{entlo acoompliabments^ was loojbed upon as Mie taoat gal- 
. 'laat and generous jroung gentleman among the «lans.«^tie 
was lamented by both parties that knew hinW** 

His senrant 'wbo lay oiS the field thatching bis dead liody 
Jieiog asked netJt day who that was, answered. He was a 
man yesterday. Bos well's Journey to the ffebrideM, p. .959* 



$ Archibald (Skiuglas) earl of Forfar, who commanded 
.a fvgiawiit'iB the duk«*s army. He is said to have been 
«hot in the knee, and to hsTe bad 10 or 12 cuts in his head 
dvov the broadswords. He died a few days after <Kf bla 
pounds. 

• jToL. n. S 
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Lord PerA ♦ gtood the storm, 

Seaforth f hot lukewarm^ 
Kilsyth t and Strathallan § not s)(iw^ inan^ 

And Hamilton || pled, 

The men were not bred. 
For he had no fency to fa*, man. 
And we ran, and they ran^ ^c* 



Brave generous Southesk,1[ 

Tuttibardin ** was brisk, 
AVhose lather indeed- would not draw, maif^ ' 

Into the same voke. 

Which serv'd for a cloak. 
To keep the estate *twixt them twa, man. * 
Atid we ran, and, they ran^ ^c^ . 

' * . JfiBcs maiqMis of. Drummond, son of James (Drum* 
inoiuj),diik9 of Pvrik, was lieutei^ot-gen«nil of boiM^ and 
••behwrfd with great gallantry.*' He was attatnted, but 
.esqiped ^ Francis wbcnt^hc. soon after died* 

^ WiUiam (MackeMie> fearl of ScafiMtb. He imm a0^ 
iMoted, and died i» 1740i. 
- f Wttliam (LivingstDn) tiseount Ktlsytb, attainted; 

$"lVl11iain (Drummond) viscount Strathallan; whose 
sense of loyalty cotild scarcely equal the spirit and activity 
be manifested in the cause* He was taken prisoner in this 
batritt which -be survived, to perish in the stiUmore Altai 
otie of Cttlloden^muir. ^ 

I Lieutenant' i^ncral George Hamilton, commanding 
under the earl of Mar. 

t Jamee (Carnegie) earl of Soutbeak j waa.aUainted, and, 
e^ping to Fra^KQ, di^ there, ia 1729^ 

** William/ (Murray) annquis of Tuliibardin, eldest worn 
to the duke of Atho). Having been attainted, he was tafcew 
at sea in 1746, and died soon after, of a flux, in the Tew«>'<' 



Lord Rollo * sot fear'd, 

Kintore f and his beard, 
pitfi%o X wid Ogilvie $ a', man; 

And brothers Balfoursy || 

They stood the first show'r^ 
Clackmannan and Burl^gh. ** did claw, man. 
And we ran, and ikey ran, ^. 

But Clephane ff Acted pretty, ' 

And Strowan J J the witty, 
A poet that passes us- a*; man; 

For mine is but rhyme. 

In respect of what's fine. 
Or what he is able to draw, man. 
And tofi ran, and^ey rin^, (Jr. 

* Hobert (Rollo) lord Hollo ; ** a xnao of siog^lar/,•9eml 
and great integrity:'* died in 1758. ,^ 

f William (^eitb) eart of Kiatora. 

f Alexander (Forbes) Lord Pittlig*; ** a um oT giMd^ 
parts, great honour and spirit apd uoiversaUjr balovvd agid 
(esteemed. '* He was engaged a^^. in the affair «f^-745| 
ior. which he was attainted, ami died at an adviimed4iga.4« 
17^2. 

$ Jamaa lord O^^kiai aldest son of David (Ogilvie) earl 
of AirfgFp. Ha was attaiqted, hut afterwards pard^wd. Hla 
latbar »U dmnoing into4he $ame^ yofpe, saved the estate. ' 

)| SoBoa relatioiis it is supposed of the lord Burleigh. 

•♦ Robert (Balfour) lord Buileigh. He was attainted^ 
and died in 1757. 

ff Major William Gephane^ adjutant-general . to tha 
marquis of Drummond. 

II Alexander Rohertson of Slnian ; who^ having e%pe*' 
rienoed every vicissitude of life, with a stoical iirmoessi died 
in peace, 174S^. He was an Aceilant poet, and has kf^ 
akgias worthy of Tibullus. 
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For Huntly ♦ and Sinclair f , 

They both playM the tiikler. 
With consciences luack like a craw, maii^ 

Some Angus an4 f ifetaen. 

They ran for their Ufe, man. 
And n^*^ a Lot*s wife there at a', maQt 
And we ran, and they ran, Sfc^ 

Then Laurie the tnkxa^ 

Who betray'd (lis master, 
nil king and bis country and a', man^ 

Pretending Mar might 

Give order to fight. 
To the right of th^ army awa*, man. % 
And we ran, and they ran, 4^« 

* Alexander (Gordon) marquis .of Hud^lyt ^id^t aoi| to 
dM duke of Gordon, who rfsmain^d neuthil 

f John Sinclair, Esq. coi^ifhonly called master of Sinclair,' 
eldest son of Henry lo^d Sinclair; was attainted, but after* 
wmnl pu6aoeA, and died in 1750. 

\ *'^ yhere was at this time a report prevailed chat onf 
Druiknkond i^eai to Perth under the notion of a . desertef 
ftom the duke of Argyle, but In reality acted the part of $ 
spy, and gave his grace intelligence of all the motions of tb« 
^aemy. This man was employed the day of the action, as 
•id'de-camp to the lord Drummond, and in that quality, at* 
. tended the earl of Mar to receive bis orders ; the earl Whett 
he found his fight was like to break the duke't lefc» saat this 
Drummond with orders to Gieneral |Iamilton.; who com- 
manded on the rebeU* left, to atuck the enemy t>riskly, fo^ 
that he was like to get the better on the rights But Drum- 
mood, as they pretend, gave contrary orders, and intelli^ 
gence to General Hamilton, acquainting him that th^ earl'i 
right was broke, and desiring the general to retire with all 
the expedition possible, and in the best order he co|i)d. 
Upon which general Hamilton g«v# orders to •slacken the 
attack, which was obeyed. Then the dukVs right approach* 
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Then Laurie for for. 

Of what he might beer. 
Took Dnimraeod's best horse and awa, iiuia> 

'Stead of going to Perth, 

He crossed the Firth, 
Alongst Stirling-bridge and ffva» roan. 
And we ran, and they ran, fy:. 

To London he press'd. 

And there he address'd,^ 
That he behavM best of thepi a\ man ; . 

And there without strife 

Got settled for life, 
An hundred a-year to his fa', man. 
And we ran,'atid they ran, ^c. 

In Borrowstounness 

He resides with disgrace, 
Till his neck stand in need of a draw, man. 

And then in a tether, 

He'H swing from a ladder. 
And go off the stage with a pa', man. 
> . And we ran, aytd they ram, ^c, 

Rob Roy * stood watch 
On a hifl for to catch * * 

The booty for ought that I saw, man, . * \ 

Jng, Uie most of 'them gave way without 8tri];i|i|^a Mroke* 
and those who stood were mostly gentlemen and p6Scer8, 
who were severely galled by the duke ; and they pretend, 
that Drummood,, after performing this treacherous part, 
went over to tb« duke. — Campbell* s Life qf John Duke ff 
Argyle, jp, 204^. ^ 

• " Among other causes of the rebels* misfortune in that 
day they reckon the part Rob Ro^ Macgregor acted, to be 
one; this- i2o6 R(^t or Red Robert, was brother to the 
laird of Miu^gregor, and commanded that clan io bis broths 
er*8 absence, but in the day of battle he kept his, men 
S3 
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For he never advanCfd-^ 
From the place he was stancM* 
'mi no more to do there at aS rnaOi 
For we ran, and they ran, i^i, 

So we all took the flight. 

And Moubray the Wright; 
But Letham the smith was a braw mad, . 

For he took the gout. 

Which truly was wit, 
By judging it time to withdraw, man. 
And we ran, and they ran, 8fc, 

logger at some distance «rith<Mit altoWin^ them to engage^ 
Idiough they showed all the willingness imaginaWe, and wait* 
)ed only an opportunity to plunder* which was, it aleems, the 
lohief of bis design of coming there. This clan are a hiurdy 
W>iigh people but noted for pilfering, as they lie upod' thift 
border of the lligblands, and this £i>5 Roy had exercised 
their talents that' way pretty mu6h in a kind of thieving war 
he oarried on againsl the duke of Montrose, who had, a» he 
alleged, cheated him uf » small feudal estate/* Campbell^* 
Life qf J, D. ofArgyle. p. 2(H. 

The conduct of this gentleitt^n (wh6, the historian would 
^mM tell us, had assumed the surtaame of Cainpbell, his own 
being prohibited by ajpt of parliament) was the more surpris*- 
ing as be had ever been remarked for ctturage and ac« 
'ti«il)r. Wben desired by one of his own officers to go and 
asijuit fa^s friends, he If reported to have sAid, ** tf they can- 
not dA h Vithout m0, they caotoot do it with toe.*' It is 
more l!ban probable, however, that hfs interference would 
b»ve decided the fortiit^e of that day in favoul- of his own 
party. ** He continued Ik arms for some yeafti after, and 
cotomitted great depredations in the shi|ies of Dumbarton, 
atod Lenox, particularly on the duke t>l^ MototMM|0*s lands, 
defeikting several detachnyeUts sent to tedUQs hhn.*' Boyse's 
Hittorgf of the Bebellion. Be is in th9 lUimbef of those 
'MUAtitBd by parliament. 
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And Trumpet Mftdeui, 

Whose hreeks were not dean, 
^ro^ misfortune he happened to ^^ raani 

By saving his neck 

ms trumpet did break. 
Came off without munc at a', man. * 
And we ran^ and they raUy S^c, 

So there such a race was, 

As ne'er in that place wa^, 
And as little chase was at a', man; 

From other they run. 

Without touk of drum ; 
They did not make use of a pa', man. 

And we rmy nfUt they ran^ and they ran, and we ran^ 

And we ran, and they ran awa*, man* 



Little wat yb wha»s coming. 

i)a THE CHEVAUEH^S m/ST^U-AOLL, 1716, 

Little wat ye wha's coming, 

Little ^t ye wha's coming, 

Little wat ye wha^s coming, 

Jock and Tam and a's coming. 
Duncan's coming, Donald's comings 
Colin's coming, Ronald's coming, 
Dougal's coming, Lauchlan's coming, 
Alaster «nd a's coming. 

'^ the partionUn df this aiycdote no where appear. The 
^ero is supposed to be the same John Maclean^ irumpett who 
was sent from lord Mar, then at Perth, with a letter to the 
duke of Argyle, at Stirling cam|», on the 30th of October» 
Vide Origmal Letters, 1730. Two copies, however, printed 
not long after 1715, read, ** And trumpet Marine^" 
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Little wat ye wha's coining. 
Little wat ye wha's coming, 
Little wat ye vdia's coming. 
Jock and Tarn an' a's coming. 
Borland and his men's coming. 
The Cam'rom and M'Leans' coming. 
The Gordons and M'Gr^or's coming, 
A' the Ounywastles' coming. 

Little wat ye wba's coming. 
Little wat ye wha's coming. 
Little wat ye wha's coming, 
M'Gilvrey of Onimglass is coming. 
Wigton's coming, Nithsdale's coming, 
Carnwath'g coming, Kenmure's coming, 
perwentwater and Foster^s coming, 
Withrington and Nwm's coming. 

Little wat ye wha's coming. 

Little wat ye wha's coming, 

Little wat ye wha's coming, 

Blythe Cowhill and a's coming. 
The Laird of M*Intosh is coming, 
M'Crabie and McDonald's coming, 
The M'Kenzies and M'Phersons' coming, 
A* the wild M'Craws' coming. 

Little wat ye wha's coming. 

Little wat ye wha's coming. 

Little wat ye wha's coming, 

Donald Gunn and a's coming. 
They gloom, they glowr, they Took so big. 
At ilka stroke the^^U fell a Whig; 
They'll fright the fuds <# the Pockpuds, 
For monie a buttock bare's coming. 
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JOHNNY COPE. 

*ru«B^' i^y to the kiUt in the morrwtg,^* 

Cope sent a challenge frae Dunbar^ 
Charlie, meet me, an ye 4are, 
And 1*11 learn you the art of war, . 
If you'll meet me in the morning. 

Ney Johnny Cope, are ye wakinfi yet? 

Or are your drunu a-betding yet? 

If ye were waking I wou*d weni 

To gang to the coals i* the morning. 

When CharUe lookM the letter upon. 
He drew his sword the scabbard noin. 
Come follow me, my merry merrjr men. 
And we^ll meet Cope i' the mormng. 
Hey Johnny Cope, ^c. 

Now, Johnny, be as good m your word. 
Come let us try both fire and sword. 
And dinna rin awa' ^Ofs a frighted bird. 
That's cha«'d Ihie its nest ip the mofpiiDg, 
Ifey Johnny Cope, ^c. 

When Jolinny Cope he hear4 of thi«, 
He thought it wadna be amiss 
To hae a Horse in readiness. 
To flee awa' i' the morning 
Hey Johnny Cop0f 4^* 

Fy now Johnny get up and rin, 
'fne Highland bagpipes make a din, 
It's beftt to sleep in a hale skin. 
For 'twill be a hluidie morning' 
Hey Johnny Cope, Sfc^ 

When Johnny Cope to Dunliar came, 
They speer'd at him, Where'« a' your men? 
The de'il confound me gin I ken, 
^or I left there a' i' the morning, 
fley Johnny Cope, ^c, ' 
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Now, Johnn}-, trooth ye was db blate. 
To come wi* the news o* your ain defeat. 
And leave your men in sic a strait, 
So early in the morning. 
Hey Johnny Cope^ ^c. 

Ah ! faith, quo' Johnny, I got a fleg, 
With their cla3rmores and philabegs, "^ 
|f I face them again, de'il break my legs, 
So I wish you a' good morning. 
Hey Johnny Cope, ^c, 

IN HONOUR OF THE MAYOR OF CARLISLE.* 
Tune,-—* Katherine Ogie.'* 
Yjs warlike men, with tongue and pen» 

Who boast such loud bravadoes, 
And swear you'll tame, with sword and flame, 

Hie H^hlond desperadoes. 
Attend my verse, whilst I r^eavae 

Your modern deeds d gloiy, 
And tell how Cope, the nation's hope. 

Did beat the rebel tory. 

With sword and taige, in dreadful rage, 

The mountain-quires descended; 
They cut and hack, — alack ! aladc !— 

The battle soon was ended; 
And happy he who first could flee; 

Both soldiers and commanders 
Swore in a fright, they'd rather figh( 

In Germany or Flanders. 

Some lost their wits, some fell in fits, 

Some stuck in bogs and ditches; 
Sir John, aghast, like lightning past. 

Discharging in his breeches. 

• Thomas Pattiion, Esq. This city surrendered to tlM 
cbegralier, the 15th of November, 1745; and was retaken by 
fhe duke of Cumberland, on tbe 5l8t December foUowiog, 
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Hie blue-cap hid^ with bdted plaids, 

Syne scamper'd o'er the border. 
And bold Carlisle in hcmible style, 

ObeyM ^eir leader's order. 

OPattison! ohon! ohonf 

Thou figure of a mayor ! 
Thou biess'd thy lot, thou wert no Scot« 

And ^luster'd like a player; 
What hast thou done, with sword or gun. 

To baffle the Pretender? 
Of mouldy cheese and bacon-grease 

Thou much more fit defender. 

Of front of brass, and brain of ass. 

With heart of hare compounded; 
How are thy boasts repaid with costs. 

And all thy pride confounded ! 
Thou need'st notraVe lest Scotland crave 

Thy kindre(i or thy favour. 
Thy wretched race cart give no grace, 

No glory thy behaviour. 

SUCH A PARCEL OF ROGUES IN A NATION- 

WEITTEN ON OCCASION OF THE UNION. 

Fareweel to a' our Scottish fame# 

Fare wed our ancient glory; 
Fareweel even to the Scottish name^ 

Sae famM in martial story ! 
Now Sark rins d*er the Solway sands. 

And Tweed rins to the ocean. 
To mark where England's province stands^ 

Spch a parcel of rogues in a nation ! 

What fyrte or guile* could not subdue^ 

Thro* many warlike ages. 
Is wroijght now by « coward few, 

For hireling traitors' wages. 
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The English steel we could disdaiil^ 

Secure in iralour's station; 
But Bnglish gold has been our bane: 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation $ 

O would, ere I had seen the day 

That treason thus could sell us. 
My auld gn^ head had lien in clay, 

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace ! 
But pith and ^wer, till my last hour 

I'll make ttus declaration, 
We're bought and sold for English gold 2 

Such a parcel ot rogues in a nation 1 



O KENMURE'S ON AND AWA, WlttlE,* 

O K^MTrtiK^s on and awa, WlKe, 

O Kenmure's on atid awa : 
An' Kenmure's lord*s th6 bravest lord 

That ever Galloway sa^. 

Success to Kenmure's band, Willie i 

Success to Kenmure^s band 1 
There^s no a heart that fears a whig, 
' That rides by Kenmure's band. 

Here's Kenmure's health in wine, Willie, 

Here's Kenmure's health in wine ; 
There ne'er was a co.^.ard of Kenmure's blude^ 

Nor yet of* Gordon's line. 

*' William Gordon, vi$couiit Kenmure, was commander* 
«hi- chief of the chevalier's forces in the south of Scotland. 
Having joined general Forster, and marched to Pre»Mn \m 
Lancashire, he there surreodered himself a prisoner at dis* 
cretion, and was beheaded on Tower- hiU, 24th Febwarj^ 
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Kenmiire's lads are men, WHHe, 

d Kenmure*s lads are men; 
Their hearts and swords are metal true# 

And that t&^ faes shall ken. 

They'll live or die wi* fame, Willie, 

Iney*!! live or die wi* fame; 
But s6on Vi* sounding victorie 

May Kenmure's lord come hamef 

flere's Him that*8 far awa, Willie, 

Here's Him that's far awa; 
And here's the flower that I lo'e best^ 

The rose that^s like the siiaw* 

GUDE WALLACE. 

O FOR toy ain Kiiig, ^uo* gude Wallace, 
The rightfu' King of fair Scotland! 

Between me and my sovereign's blude^ 
I think I see some ill seed sawn. 

Wallace out over yon river be lap, 

And he has lighted low down on yon plaiif^ 

And he was aware of a gay ladie^^ 
As she was at the well washing. 

What tydins, what tydinS) fair lacfie, he sayt« 
What tydins hast thou to tell unto me; 

What tydins. what tydins, fair ladie, he san^ 
What tydins ha'e ye in the south countne* 

3Low dewn in yon wee 08tl6f house, 

There is i^^fteen Englishmen, 
And they afe seekin* for gude VVallace?^ 

Ifs him to take and him to hang. 

There's Qocht in my purse, quo* gude Wallade^ 
There's noeht, not even a bare pennie. 

But I will down to yon %ee ostler house 
Thir fyfteen Englishmen to see* 
V«f- IL T 
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And when he cam to yon wee osder hotne^ 

He bade benedicite be there; 
H« knelt abd on his bended knee, 

Theur bounty kind he be^'d to share. 

Where was ye bom? auld crookit carle; 

Where was ye born, in what coantrie ? 
I am a true Scot born and bred,. 

And an auld crookit carle just sic as ye see* 

I wad ip'e fyfteen shillings to onie crookit carle. 
To onie crookit carle just sic as ye, 

Uyt will fret me gude Wallace, 
For he is the man I wad very fain see. 

He hit the proud C2q)tain alang tite chafl blade. 
That never a bit o' meal he ate mair; 

And he sticket the rest at the table where they sat, 
And he left them a* Ijing sprawlin' there. 

Get up, get up, giidewife, he says. 
And get to me some dinner in haste; 

For it will soon be three lang days. 
Sin* I a bit o' meat did taste. 

The dinner was na weel readie. 

Nor was it on the table set. 
Till other fyfteen Englishmen, 

Were a* lighted about the yett. 

Come out, coc^e out, now gude Wallace^ 
This is the day that thou maun die; 

I lippen nae sae little to God, he says, 
Altho' I be but ill wordie. 

The gndewijfe had an anld cademan, 

By gude Wallace he sti^ stood, 
Till ten o' the fyfteen Englishmen, 

Before Ae door lay in their blnde* 
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The other five to the greenwood ran. 
And he hang*d these five Upon a grain, i 

And on the morn wi' his merry men a' 
He sat at dine in Loohmaben town. 



THE TWEEDALE VOLUNTEER'S FAREWELL 
TO HIS FAMILY, 1804, 

AEV. J. NICOL. 

TwE—^Lewie Gordon** 

See! my country's banners fly! 

Fury bums in every eye! 

Why, my Je^v ! lyhy that aigh ? 

Shall I shrinl when Dangers near? 
Tho' I tear me frae thy arms, 
tm not dead to beauty's charms | 
'lis to shield fiae War^s alarms, 

A' ^at to my soul is dear! 

Come now, Jock, gf e me thy ha^^ 
If I fa' on Scotia's strand. 
Mind a father's last command. 

An' a father's blessing claim ^ 
When thy arm the sword can wield, 
Stand thy King and Country's shield | 
Never Scotia's glorv vield, 

N^er stain thy te^er's fame 1 

You, my Peggy ! lovely flower, 
Smiling in thy vernal hour ! 
3hall I, Ui^ villain's power. 

Thy unrifled blossom see? — 
If the tyrant, o'er the waves, 
Dare conduct his host of slaves, 
Scotia's sons shall, on their graves^ 

Pl^ tlie tree of Liberty ! 
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If in adyerse battle tost, 

I behold my eouRtry lost. 

Then, Til, on the extremest coast, 

Stand, my dearest fame to save ! 
There, my blood-stain*d sword I'll draw ! 
lliere, on Scotland's name I'll ca' ! 
There, wi' Liberty, I'll fa! 

An' there together fill ae grave ! 

SONO. 

REV. J. NICOU 

Written in 1804. 
Tune— *« Erin go BragV* 

Now Scotia, her heroes thast bathe in her fountains. 
And bask on her hills, for the contest she trains; 

All strong as the torrents that roll down her mountains. 
And swift as the tempests that sweep o'er her plains! 

For ncfer shall her sons, amid war^s loudest thunder. 

See their country alarm'd, and not bum to defend her ! 

No:! never their ancient renown they'll surrender! 
Their buthright is freedom ! tney scpm Gallia's 
chains ! 

However our foes their desi^s may dissemble, 
Their arts to a nation enhghten'd are vain ! 
They would conquer our power, which has oft made 
« them tremble, 
With which thdr ambition could not peace maintain ! 
They would tarnish our fame, not by rising abovp it ! 
But by blasdng detraction ! — for slaves cannot love it ! 
They would plunder pur wealth, which, like robbers, 
they covet, 
^ That wealui which by commerce they never could gnml 
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Seel the ghosts of our fathers "who conquered with Wailaee> 
Add wkh Brace fought by Bannockbnm's bloodnptH'^ 
pled stream, 

^rom the clouds bencfing down, eye, with n^ure, oaf 
vallies 
All glittering with arms in the sun's radiant beam ! 

The fame which our ancestors gainM let us merit. 

And burn to defend, wilji their brave dauntless spirit ! 

The blood-9Urcha&'d land, which they bade us inherit ! 
And dearer than )ife Independfsnce esteem ! 

Rise then, nobly rise ? ere our en'niles attack us. 
What coward so base as to linger behind ? 

Our king, country, f^nds, all that's sacred invoke us \ 
And kindle with ardour each generous miod 1 

We will tiie with that freedom our forefathers gave us ! 

For of death crownM with glory no power can bereave us! 

pr humble the tyrant w)ip dafes to enslave us ! 
And give him the chains for our country designM ! 



CHEROKEE INDIAN DEATH SONG, 

Mas. J. HUNTEB. 

The sun sets jn night, and the^tars shun the day. 
But glory remains when their lights fade away* 
Begin, ye tormentors, yoUr threats are in vain. 
For the so^ of Alknomook will never complain* 

Remember the arrows he shot from his bow ; 
Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low. 
Why so slow? Do you wait till I shrink from the pain? 
No i the son of Alknomook shall never complaii). 

Remember the wood where in ambush we lay. 
And the scalps ^ich we bore from your nation away: 
Now the flame rises fitst; ye exult in my pain; 
But the son of Alknomook can never complain. 
Tj 
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I po to the land where mj father is eone; 
H]0 $^st shall rejoicR ip the fame of his son. 
Death comes like a fiiend, to relieve me firom pain; 
Aai thy son, Alknpmook, has sppfnM to compl^dn! 



WILLIAM TELL. 

When William Tell was dOomM to die, 

Or hit the mark upon bis ipfapt's header 
The bell toUM out, the hour was nigli, 

And soldiers march'd with grief and dread S 
The warrior came, serene and mild, 

Gaz'd all around with dauntless look, 
Till his fppd boy unconscious smil'd; 

Then nature and the ft^ther spoke. 
Afld, npw, each valiant Swiss his grief partaHeSj^ 
For they sigh. 
And wildly cry. 
Poor Williiun Tell! once hero of the lalces. 

But soon is heard the muffled drum. 

And straight the ppiqted arrow flies. 
The trembling boy expects his doom, 

Att> all shriek out--'' h& dies ! he dies !*' 
When lo 1 the lofty trumpet sounds 1 

The mark is hit 1 the cnild is free 1 
Into his father's arms he bounds. 

Inspired by love and liberty ! 
And now each valiant Swiss their joy partakes, 
For moiintains ring, 
Whilst they sing, 
I^ive William Tell I the hero of the lakes. 
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THE EXILE OF BplN, ,■ 

T. CAMPBELL. ' .,. , - 

^ There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin,' " "'/ 
The dew on his thin rdbe was heavy and chill, 
For his country he sigh'd, when at twilight repairing. 

To wander alone by the wind-beaten hill; 

But the day-8tar nttracted his eye^s sad devotion. 

For it rose o*er his own native ide of the ocean. 

Where once in the fire of his youthful emotion. 

He sung the bold anthem of Erin go Bragh. 

O sad is my fate ! said the heart-^oken stranger, 

The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee. 
But I have no re^ge from famine wad dangisr, 

A home and a country remain not to me. 
Never again in the green, shady bowers, -' 

Where my forefathers JivM shall I spe^d the sweet hours, 
Or cover my harp with the wHd-wovea flow^ens. 
And strike to the oufiabers of Eria go fir^gb. 

Erin ! my country, though sad and fofsaken, « 

In dreams I revisit thy s^a-beaten shore; 
But alas ! In a far foreign land I p^waken. 

And sigh for the friends, who can meet poe mof ew - 
Oh ! cruel fate 1 wilt thoujtiever replace me 
In a mansion of peace, where no perils can chase me ? • 
Never again sh^A my brothers embrace me, . 
They 4i^ to defend me, or live to deplore. 

Where is my cabin-door, fhst by the wild wood ? 

Sisters and sir^ did you weep for its fid! ? 
Where is ^e inndther that look'd on my childhood? 

And where is the bosom friend, dearer tiian all ? , ' 
Oh, my sad heart ! lotig abandoned by pleasure. 
Why did it doat on a fast-fading treasure ? 
!rears, like the rain-drops, may fall without measure, 

Sttt rapture «nd beauty they cannot recall. 
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Yet all its sad repoUecdons suppresdDg, 

One dyinp wish my lone bosom can draW^ 
Erin, an exile, bequeaths thee his blessing, 
^ Land of my ford^athers — Erin go Bragh ! 
•-Boned and ispld, when my heart stills its motiofli 
Green be tby fields, sweetest isle of the ocean. 
And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with devodoiti 
Erin mavoumeen, Erin go Bragh ! 

WALLACE'S LAMENI^. 

\ " ■ *ANNAH|LL. 

TuK^j-^** Maids of Arfvehar.^ 

Thou dark winding Cerron once pleasing to see. 

To me thou can^st ne^^r give pleasure again. 
My brave Caledonians lie low on the lea, 

And thy streams are deep tinged witJi the blood of ^e 
slain* 
'Twas base-hearted treach'ry that dopniM our undoing,— 

My poor bleeding country, what more can I do ? 
Ev'n valour looks pale o'er the red field of ruin. 

And freedom benolds her best warrioi:s Ijsdd low. 

Farewell ye deter partners of peril ! farewell ! 

Tho' buried ye lie in one wide bloody grave. 
Your deeds shcdl ennoble the place where you fell. 

And your names be ca^roli'd with the sons of the brave« 
But I, a poor outcast, in exile must waoaer, 

Perhapsi, like traitor, ignobly must die ! 
On thy wrongs, 9 my country ! indignant I ponder.-* 

Ah ! wo to tbeliour ^hen thy Wallace must fiy ! 
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THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE- 

*• Dear land of my birtB, of my fiiendsj of my love ! 

Shall I never ,again climb thy mountains? 
Nor wander at eve, thro' the lone leaCy gtove, 

To listen the dash of thy fountains? 
. Shall no hand that I love elpse my faint-beaming ejre» 

That darkens 'mid warfare and d.^nger? 
Ah, no ! for I feel that my last heaving fdgjb 

Must fleet on the gale of the stranger ! 

^ Then farewell ye vallies — ye fi*esh blooming bow'rs, 

Of childhood the once happy dwelling;, 
No more in your haunts shall I chace the gay hours, 

For death at my bosom is knelling; 
But proudly the lotus shall bloom o'er my gf^re. 

To mark where a freeman is sleeping; 
And my dii^e shall be heard in the Nue's dashing %vave, 

While the Arab his night-watch is k^einng.'' 

*Twas a soldier who spoke-^but bis voice now is gone» 

And lowly the hero is lying; 
No sound meets the ear, save the crocodile's mpan> 

Or the breeze through the palm-tree sighing. 
But, lone though he rests, where the camel is f 

By the wilderness heavily pacing, 
His grave in our bosoms shall ever be green, 

And his monument ne'er know defacing. 



BANNOCKBURN, 

Tune—" Hey tuttie tuiteer 

Wide o'er Bannock's heathy wold 
Scotland's deathful banners roU'd, 
And spread their wings of sprinkled gold 
To the purpling east. 
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Freedom beamM in ev^y eye;^ 
Devotion breathM in every sigh: 
Freedom heav'd their souls on hig&i, 
Ad4 8ted*d each b^o's breast, 

CbargWg, then, the coursers sprang; 
Sword and helmet clashing rang ; 
Steel-K^lad warriors' mixing clang 

Echo'd round the field. 
Deathful see their eyeballs glare! 
See the nerves of battle bare ! 
Arrowy tempests cloud the air, 
,Aad g^nce from ev'iy shield. 

Hiurk the bowman's quivering strings f 
Death on grey-goose jpinions springs t 
' JXj^&^ they dip Uieif cuippled wings,. 
Drunk in hero's gore. 
Xoi £dwBrd, * s[«inging on the rear^ 
Plies his Caledonian spear; 
I Kuin mlUrks his dread career. 

And 8weq» them from the shore. 

See how red the streamlets flow ! 
See the reeling, yielding foe. 
How they meU at every blow \ 

Yet we shall be free ! 
Dark^ yet the strife appears; 
Forest dread, of flaming spears : 
Hark, a shout the weMn tears f 

Bruce has victory! ' ' 

Join the Caledonian lyre. 
In stnuns of bold celestial fire. 
Till the sound to Heav'n aspire, 
Bruce bat victory I 

* The brave Ebwabo BaucK» wImw iatwpidity and val- 
our contributed so highly to (be fbrtune of the day. 
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Give the world, OBard! dieirpnose; 
Crown with glory's brightest buyB; ' 
Sing them in eternal lays. 

Who set their counti^ free. 



THE LAND IN THJE OCEAN. 

tn the midst of the sea, like a tough man of wlir. 

Pull away, pull away« yo ho ! mefBe, , 
Stands ail island surpassing all others by far. 

If you doubt it^ ytmVe only to go there; . / 

By Neptune 'twas Mlt^ upon Freedom'^ £m faabe^ 

And for ever 'twill last, Fire a notion; . ' . * t 
AH the world I defy to produce sueh a plaoey /..t.' 

Pull away, pull away, pall away, pull !• say. 
As the snt^ hit of land in the oeean.' 

From the opporite shore, puflfd with arrogant pride, 

Pull away, pull away, so clever. 
They've oft swore as hmy they/ would oome alongside. 

And destroy the poor island for ever; 
But Britannia is made of such durable stufl^ 

And so tightly she's rigg'd, Fve a notion 
She'd soon give the taucj hivadera enough* • . > 

Pull away, &c# 
If they touch'd at the land in the ocean. 

There was Howe, ever bM in the glorious cause, 

Pull awayi puii anray, so stout, bi^, . . • ■ 
Who gain'd on the first dky of June such applause. 

And Monsieur he put to the rout^ boys; 
The next was St. Vincent, who kick'd up a dust. 

As the Spaniards can tell, Tve a notion; 
For they swore not to strike, says he, ay, but you must. 

Pull away, &c. 
To the lads of the land ia the ocean. 
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Adam Duncan came aext, 'tw«i9 in f^dtumn yon knoW^ 

Pull away, pull away, so j^ljy, ' 

That he made (>ig Mynheer stx^e his flag to a ipe. 

Against whom all resistance waa folly ; 
And they sent, as you know, if you're not quite a dunce. 

But a sad story home, I've a notion : 
So Duncan he beat a whole Winter at once» 

Pull away, &c. ... 

What d'ye ^tank m the la^d in the ocean ? 

Now the Frenchmen again haVe* come id for their sbare^ 

Pull away, pull away, so hearty. 
For Nelson lias set all the world m a stare. 

And landloci*d e'en the great Bonaparte ; 
And we'd beat them again, sbmildtbe^ stomachs indin^ 

But they're all fMretty sick, Pve ii ttotioQ ; 
They may Victory's sword to the Qltre reiigny 

Pull awiyr, &c. : 
And Peace crown the lafid in (heocean^ 



SYMON AND JANET. 

• A. SCOTT, 

SuRaouNflwrw? bent an' wi' heatihefy 

Whar muircocks an* plivers are rife^ 
For mo**e a lawg towmond thfsgifth^. 

There liv'd an anld man an' his wife t 
About the ariwJrso'th^mittoni » 

The twa«oiwe tliey seldom we»e mutef 
Bonaparte, the Frencft, an' invatsion, 

Did sane \» their wixzeas like soot*- 

hi winter whjHi: deep were t^.gytters^ 
An' ni^t's gloomy canopy spread, 

AuUl Symon sat luntin his cuttie, 
An' lousia his buttons for ht^s 
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IfLuld Janet, his wife, out a^gasing. 

To lock f n the door was her car« | 
"^he, seein' oor signds a-blaxin^ 

Came rinnin in, rivin her hair: 

^O Syrobn, the f'rencbes are landlt ! 

Grae look miin, ah* slip on your shoon^ 
Our signals I see them extendit. 
Like red-risin rays frae the moon, 
• "What a plague, the French landit ! quo' Symon, 
An' cla^ ga'ed his ^kpe to the "wt^. 
Faith, then mere's he loadin an' primin, 
Quo' he, if th€iy*re landit ava, 

' Our youngest son's in the militia. 

Our eldest grandson's volunteer : 
'O' the French to be fu' o' the flesh o', 
I too in the ranks shall appear. 
His waistcoat^ioucfa iill'd he wi' pouter. 

An' bang'd down bis rus^ aula gun. 
His Imllets.he^pat ? the other. 
That he for the purpose*had ruh. 

Then humpled he oiit in a hiiiry, 

While Janet his courage bewails. 
An' cried out. Dear Symon, be wary 1 

An' teughly she hang by bis tails. 
Let be wi' yovir kindness, quo' Symon, 

Nor vex me wi'. tears an' your cares, 
For, now to be, rul'd by a woman, 

Nae laurels siall crowiiiny gr^ hairs. 

Then hear me, quo' Janet, I pray thee, ' 

I'll tend thee, love, livui or d^. 
An* if thou should fa', I'll die with thee, 

Or tie up thy wounds if tlftu bleed. 
Quo' Janet, keep frae the^riot ! 

Last night, man, I dreamt ye was dedd ; 
This aught days I tentit a pyot, 

Sit chatt'rin upo' the house head. 
WoLpIL U J J 
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As yesterday, woriun my stockin. 

An* you wi' the sheep on the hill, 
A muckle black corbie sat croakin ; 

I kend it foreboded some ill. 
Hout, cheer up, dear Janet, be hearfy, 

For ere the next sun may gae dowt), 
Wha kens but VU shoot Bonaparte, 

An* end my auld days ih renown» 

Syne aff in « fhty he stumpled, 

Wi* bullets, an' ponther, an' gun ; 
At*s curpin auld Janet too humpAed, 

Awa to the neist neighb'rin town : 
There footmen an' yeomen paradio'. 

To scour aff in (firdum were seen, 
An^ wives an' young lasses a' sheddin' 

The briny saut tears irae their een. 

Then aff wT his bannet got Syrtle, 

An' to the commander he gaes. 
Quo' he. Sir, I mean to gae wi* ye. 

An' help ye to lonnder our fees : 
Tm auld, yet Tm teugh as the wire, 

Sae we'll at the togues hae a dash, 
An' fegs, if my gun winna fire, 

ril turn her butt-end, an* Til thrash. 

Well spoken, n^ hearty old hero. 

The captain md smUms; reply ; 
But beg'd he wad stay tiU to^norrow. 

Till daylight should glent in the sky. 
What reck, a* the stour came to naethtng; 

Sae Symon, an' Janet his dame. 
Hale skart firae the wars, without skaithing^ 

Gaed| banni%the French, awa hfooe. 



BRITONS UNITED THE WOKLD MAY DEFY. 

Tune—** Stmun of Glen."* 

Ye sone of the brave irfao erst eonqoer'd at Cressy, 
And the war-bolts of- vengeance on nations have buri'(|> 
Whose heroes triumphant encireled with glo]^^ 
To stem proud oppressors the sails oft unfurlM ; 
Rise!' rise! now tne war-hoop o'er Britain is sounding. 
And tliis be the song — ** Let us conquer or die 1" 
Beware of fell faction^ and conquest awaits you. 
For Britons united the world may defy* 

Where, where is the bosom that beats not with ardour, 
To meet those invaders who threaten our eoast? ' 
Where, where is the arm that will not str^ with fury, 
To hurl to destruction a tyrannic host? 
Avaunt ye pale cowards who shrink at the, danger! 
^Tis the boast ^^tbevvirikuouB, .tbpir eoiuitiyto save; 
Your children shdl blush for their terroF*«tnick father^, 
^While freedom shall weep o'er the tombs of the brave.. 

Shall a pigmy usurper, whose laurels are blighted. 
Who "scorns the Creator, . and laughs at his powV; 
Shall a horde of assassins,, long stainM with foul slaughter, 
Foige chains for a firiton? — No ! welcome the hour 
When Gallia's proud vassals, by bombast deluded. 
Shall dare to the conflict, of nations the pride; 
'But, in vain on the white cli£& of AlbopQ^we.Wiut them, 
The blood of thar warriors shall ^iposonithe tideb 

/Remember our heroes who fell on the scaffold. 
And purchas'd with blood' what so nobly we claim ; 
Remember proud Spain and her long wept Armad^, 
And prove to the world Britons still are the same. 
iBy the dear ties of nature, by beauty's soft graces, 
By freedom, by justice, we'll conquer or die ! 
And vengeance shall blast the darl^ foes of our country, 
jFor Britons united the world may defy. 
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THE SONG OF VICTORY, 

Now sheathM is the sword anf the battle is o*er, 
llie shouts of the victors have oeasM on the shore r 
With blood, O Dnndealganv thy bHlows an? dy^d^ 
0*er the mSghly of Lochlin, thy deep waters glide. ^ 

O fierce was the conflict our warriors maintain'd. 
But br^ht is the triumph their yalour has ^n*d :. 
Long Erin her tears and her praise^ shall give. 
For ufe they, resigned that bear g|ory might live. 

Thd* no cairns do tbetenes of ^e valiant enclose. 
On die sands o£ the oceaBthouffb deep they r^pse»( 
The Patriot shall turn from the nigh trophied grave, 
And seek, O Diindealgan, thy sanctified wave. 

There, in grateful remembrance, their fame shall' recal> 
Exult in their glory, and envy their fall; 
Who, each in his disath-grasp, encircled a foe,* 
And plung'd with his prize in the billows below. 



AHl SCOTLAND, MY GOTOITRY. 



Ah ! Scothmd, my coontry^ anee mair shall I view 
Your streams a' sae clear> and your mountains sae blue f 
All lands I ha'e travell'd to me are the same. 
But the land o' my birth and the land o' my hame. 

* In a navd eDgagenent off Dondalk, which was thtn 
•ealled Dundealgao, the Danish fleet was oompletelj destroj* 
ed by.ibat of the Irish. In the heat of the b«^. which was 
long Mid bloody* the ships ol«the thcee Daotah conmaoders 
were boarded bytbree cfaiefii of Che Irish, wbo«acb seizing an 
enemy rushed with him into the deep. The bostiJe fleet were 
thus deprived of their commanders, aiad a total overthrow 
'ensued. 



NATIONAL sai?«s. *1iS3 

To Egypt farewell, and her sands a* sae bare, 
Where feU Abercrombiey the pride o' the varl 
Ah ! Scotland my country, his loss ye maun mourn. 
And the lads that gaed wi' him nae mair to return. 

Ah, mither ! dear mither ! wi' joy wilt thou greet. 
When first thy auld 'een thy poor Sand^ shall meet ; 
And Nannie, dear lassie, thy blushes will rise. 
When I press thy soft breast as you sink in surprise. 
-Come, lasde, gi'e o'er nnging *'Deil tak-the ware !' 
Behold thy ain lad com'd.wi' dller and scars ! 
Nought has temptedHthy-eodlger his lore to resign, ' 
^d his loTeand his sHlef d^r lasnie, are thine ! 



THE SOLDIER'S ADIEU. 



.^AniBu, adieu, my cfrAy life. 

My honour calls me from thee: 
iflemerober thou'rt a soldiei^s wife. 

Those tears but HE become thee. 
What though by duty I am call'd, 

Where thunderiog cannbns ratfle; 
'l¥here valoul^» sdf might stand appdl'd, 

When on the wing* of thy dear love, 
;To heaven above thy fervent orkbns are flown. 

The tender prayed thou pu^st up there 
'Shall call a guardian angel down, 
; Shall call a guardian angel- doyni, 

To watch me iathe battle% 

My safety thy fair truth shall be. 

As sword ^nd buckler serving; 
My li& i^all be more dear to me« 

Because of thy preserving. 



^2$4 KEHOIC AND 

Let peni come, let hohror threat. 
Let thundering cannons rattle, 

I fearless seek the conflict'^ heat, 
Assur'd, when on the wings of love. 
To heaven above, &o. 

Enoug^r-'with that ^i)eii]gnant smile 

Some spirit kind inspired the^ 
Who saw thy bosom void of ffuile» 

Who^woaderM and admired thc«> 
I go— -assured — mylifeJ adieu. 

Though thundering cannons rattle, 
•Though murdbrin^ carnage stalk in view. 

When on the^wmgs of thy true love» 
Jq heaven above* &c. 



THE HARP. 

MB. TROTTEB. 

'Once the harp thro' the vallies of Erin resounded, 

Erin mavoumeen,. Eria go Bragh; 
' ^e shamrock and laurel luxuriantly crown'd it, 

Eriii mavoumeen, Erin. go Bragh ; 
Sweet was its tone when pensively mourmiig ; 
As bold and as warm when with gratitude burnings 
It thrillM for tiie heroes from batue returning, 

Erin mavoumeen, Erin go Bragh ; 

But the dark and the dampness 6f night slowly creeping, 

Erin mavourdeen, Erin go Bnuh ; 
O'erwhelm'd its lov'd strains, as Erin^ sat weeping, 

Erin mavoumeen, £rin.go Bragh; 
Lone was that night, the harp, no more sounded. 
By silence and gathering horrors surrounded, 
Lay prostrate, nor told how deeply 'twas wounded, 

Enn mavwmeen, Erin go Bragh; 
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Dark wm that doiid die hafj^a rain«*«oooia&igy 

Erin nuYoumeen, Erin oo Bn^; 
Strong was that spdrits son music congealing^ 

Erin mavoumeen, Erin go Bragb; 
Tin a ray sent from beayen which cheer*d and delighted, 
Purehr and bright the fallen relic re-ligfated. 
And burst the cold bonds^of the harp long benighted, 

Erin mavoumeeny Erin^goiBfagk 



BONAPARTE. 
Comb, listen everv lord and lady, 

Gentieman and statesman, 
IVe got a little song to sing 

About a verj great mast; 
And should the name of fibnaparte 

Mingle in my stofry, 
'Tls with all due submission 

To his honour's wordnp's glory. 
Bow, wow, wow, 4^c. 
The kindness of this philanthropic 

Gentleman eaotendi^g. 
Colossus-like, from isle to isle, 

Thdr grievances amending, 
To BriUdn would reach (if he <^uid) 

From &ncied ills to save ye ; 
But though he likes us vastly wellt . 

He does not like our navy! 
Bow, wow, wow, ^r. 
•With Egypt once he fdl in love^ 

Because it was the high road 
IV) India, for himself and friends,. 

To travd'bv a m^ road*; 
ABd after «ueh a mighty fuss. 

And' woridng night and day thore, 
' 'Twas monstroiu migenteel^cn us, 

That would^not let him stay there ! 
Bow, worn, wovfx. 4^ 
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AndUeomn waslient'tohiDQ, ' 

For negotifltHm aA^le,' 
And Boimparte kindly set him 

Down at his own table; 
And there a story, two hours loc^ 

The gcaitleman was beard in; 
While our amlrassador dedar'd 

He covld not get a word in I 
:Sow, wow, woWf 4^« 

** 'Tift plain,** says h^ *• yOu all must see 

I pity Britaih^s Idindnc^; 
And mean her eyes to open, just 

Out of pure love and kindness; 
To set a -generous people free, 

My legions shall peU-mell come ; 
What thmk you then?*— '^ Why, Sh-, I thiiflt 

They'd be more free than weteome/' 
B<na^ wow, wow, 4^ 

*« Because," says he, (the Fitst Consul^ 

« ril bring you .perfect bliss, iMr, 
And Britons all shili happy be 

To see me as iheSwiss^ Sir: 
The o^s a hundred are to one, 

I fail, though Fortunes mftiionJ* 

^s our ambassador to hjm^— 

' Vm quite of your opinion/* 
\Bow, wow, wow, 4^c 

Says'Tie,^ My Lord, Til t^e the fieM.** 

* You'd bettof tdte the ocean,'* 
•* My plans are deep.—** Why yes, tfieyil readi 

The bottom I've a notaon*" 
** What would the English say tg^ see.i9ie 

'Twixt Boulogne aod Do!rer?' 
** Why^ general, they would sMfdy think 

Your worship half seab over.'^ 
JBow^ wow^ wow^ 4c^ 
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■FrDnr Malta next he tock his text. 

My Lord lookM jrather blue on't; 
Por every scheme the Consul try'd. 

He had a trick worth two on't; 
" Why 'sdeath and fire !*' stop general, 

'Twece hest»yo» fink these capers 
Or every word you speak will be 

In all the English papers i^ 

BoWy UHMif, WOWs fc. 

With belles and beaux the drawingroom. 

One morning it was quite fi^lU 
And Bonflf, Hfce-aE^nteiB'Cock^ 

Came crowing rather spiteful ; 
He then began to hufP and blnfT, 

To shew that war his trade is ; . . 
He scolded all the Englishmen, 

And frightened all Sie ladies 1 
. BoWf woWf tvoWf 4^. 

•* Your government 111 tame,'* says he, 

*^ Since iHtar yo» jAre so fond o^a^ 
I've got my will in Paris here, 

And wish the same in London : 
ill rule the^great John Bull, (he said), 

I have him in the ring. Sir." 
Says John, '* I'll not be rul'd by yot^ 

Noc any such a thing. Sir I" 
JBoWf wow, wowy S^c,, 

^Come, bsing my iUig i^vinqbie P^ 

« A Scot took it long ago. Sir." 
^^ Well, what d'ye think? their ships we'll sink^ 

And never strike a blow. Sir; 
A clever man has found a plan, 

A plaii he's surefy rij|ht m ^ 
For if we beet the British fleet, 

It must not be at fighting !" 
Bowy ufouf, wouff ^c» 
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Quite frantic. riow, h^ vows rerenge 

The momene that heV landed ; 
And proudly boastSy we cannot hop« 

To fight him sin^e-handed. 
What, single-hand^, we can do, 

His troops shall know ftiU wel^ soon j 
For him he learnM it long ago 

From single-handed Nelson ! 
Bow^, wow, woWf 4^. 

Now since their minds are quite m&de up. 

Let me on this occasion, 
Make one request to old Neptune^ 

If they dream of inyasion ; 
To bring them safely out of port. 

On gentle billows guide them,. 
To where a set of Britidb boys 

May anchor close beside d^em« 
Mow^ wowy waufy 4^0* 



XAMENT FOR ABERCROMBIR. 

CUNNINGHAM* 

When Nature with wild-floiwers bespangled thi moun- 
tains, 

And meadows display'd a* their charms to the bee; 
When pure gush the nils !by their grass^border'd foun- 
tains, 

And saft soughs the wind ihrough thebloom-Iaden tree ; 
Ben^Uh yon auld aik, on^he green banks o' Clouden, 

Where aft in thegloamin' I wandef'4 to rave, 
Auld Malcolm was seen, 6'er his scars fondly broodin', 

Lamenting a warrior laid cauld in his grave. 

He stood by the stream, on a strong clapnore leaning, 
Like ane whase sad bosom o' sorrow is fou; 

He strade owre the gowanslbu mournfully maening. 
And straight frae its scabbard his braidsword he dir«w 
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** f'krewell, dear renown," cried the auld lyart vet'ran ; 

^ For Malcolm nae mair will be seen on the field 
WP death warding dourly, his fiies bravely scatterin'f 

The sword o' a sodger his ann down» wield* 

But here though he wanders wi' eildjbeavy laden. 
And joyless gaes fairplin*^ down life'^s briery brae. 
He yince strade to glory,r through bluid bravely wadin*, 

Whar great Abercrombie, his chief, led the way. 
Illustrious lead^ ! now stalking wi** heroes, 
* Wha bled for our country, our king, and our taws. 
When freedom unfurls her banner, be near us. 
And rouse Scottish valour to stand in her cause. 

By thee)lifcd to victory, the sodger undaunted. 

In wild transport m^d at the loiid shouts o* war, 
Owre heaps nish'd to dory, the breach lK>ldly mounted. 

Though death armM wT terror his courage to scaur. 
Auld Scodai may lang on the heath wander cheerless. 

And mourn as she sits by the sad sounding wave, 
The prime o' her warriors, intrepid* and fearless,— 

The brave Abercrombie lies cauld in the grave !" 



BAULDY FRASER. 



My name is Bauldy Fraser, man; 
Vm puir an** auld, an^ pale an^ wan, 
I brak my shin, an^ tint a han' 

Upon Ciilloden lee, man.. 
Our Highlan*. clans warbauld an' stout^ 
An' thot^ht to turn their faes about, 
Bt»t gat that day a desperate rout. 

An' owrt the hills did £ee, man. 
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Sic hurly4mrly ne'er was seeny 

Wi' CU&, an' ba£i, tin' blindit e^n^ , . 

While Highlan' swohls, o' metal keeav 

War gleamin' grand to see, man. 
The cannons rowtit in our face, 
An' brak our banes an' raive our clae^^ 
'Twas then we saw our ticklish case 

Atween the deil an' sea, man. 

Sure Charlie an' the brave LfOchiell 
Had been that time beside theirsell, 
To plant us in the open f<^i 

In the artillery's e'e, man*^: 
For haci we met vn* Cumberland ^^ 
By Athol 'braes or yonder strand, IM 
The bluid p' a' the savage band * 

Had ^d^die German sea, mam 

But down we^drappit dadd for dadd ; 
I thought it diould hae put me mad. 
To see sae mony a Highlan' lad 

Lie bluthrin' on the brae, man. 
I thought we ance had won the fray ; 
We smasht ae wing till it gae way; 
But the other Me bad Ibst the day, 

An' skelpit fast awa, man. 

When Charley wi' Macpherson met. 
Like Hav he thought liun back to get ; 
** We'll turn," quo' he, ** an' toy them yets 

We'll conquer or we'll dee, man." 
But Donald jumpit owre the bum. 
An' sware -an aim she wadna turn. 
Or sure she wad'hae cause to mourn; a 

Then fast awa did flee, man. 

O ! had you seen that hunt o' deathl 
We ran until we tint our breath, 
Ay Ickiking back for fear o' skatth 
' Wi' hopeless shioin' e'e, meir. 
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But Britain erer mwy deplore 
That day tipon Drumosbie moor, 
Whar thousfH^ds ta'en war drench'd in gore, 
Or Jiang'd tMitowr a tree, nmn, 

O,' Cumberlancll .what rnean'd ye. then 

To ravage flka Hi^hlan' glen ? 

Our crime was truth an' love to ane t 

We had nae 'spite at thee,* man. 
An' you or yours^mflj yet.be glad ' . . 
To trust the ti^pest Highlan' lad ; . « 
The bonnet Vlue and belted plaid 

Will sta^d the last o* three, man, 



ON TOB IJOSS OP TH£ ROYAL GEORGE. 

* WM. COWPEa, ESQ. 

Toll for tire brave ! 

The brafve, that are no more ! 
All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore. 

Eight hundred ofthe^bmye. 
Whose courage Wr was tried, 

Had made th^ vessel heel. 
And laid her on her side. 

A land breeze shook the shrouds. 

And ^e was overset; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With b}1 her crew complete. 

•ToM- for tbc brave! 

BraVe Kempenfelt is gone; 
His last sea-light is fi>ught; — 
Hifr work of glory dorte. 
Vol, II. X 14 



It ¥ras not itt the battle ; ^ ., ^ 

No tempest gave the shock i 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock ! 

His sword was in its sheath; 

His fingers held the pen, ' ^ 

When Kempenfelt went down, ^^ 

With twice four hundred men. 

Wagh the vessel up, ' ' 

Once dreaded by our foeil 
And mingle with our cup ^ 

The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 

And she may float again, 
full cha^d with England's thtmdflra , . » 

And plough the distant mam. 

But Kempenfelt is gone. 

His victories are o'er; 
And he, and his eight hundred 

Shall plough the waves no more. 



^»%%»%^»%<^ 



SCOTIA'S tJLENS. 



HOGO. 



TcHE,— ** L(n^ BallandineU Dd^Ur-^New SH. 

*MoNG Scotia's elena and mountains Wue, 
Where Gallia's lilies never grew. 
Where Roman eagles never flew. 

Nor Danish lions rallied : ^ 
Where skulks the roe in ai»iou» fiwr. 
Where roves the stately, mmble deer. 
There live the lads to freedom dear. 

By foreign, yoke ne'er griUd* 
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There wootfe grow wfld on every Mil; 
There freemen wander at their will ; 
Sure Scotland will be Scotland still. 

While hearts so brave defend her. 
" Fear not, our Sov'reign liege," they cry, 
•* We've flourish'd fair beneath thine eye; 
For thee we'll fight, for thee we'll die. 

Nor ought but life surrender. 

Since thou hast watch'd our every need, 
And taught our. navies wide to spread. 
The smallest hair from thy gray head 

No foreign foe shall sever. 
Thy honour'd age in peace to save. 
The sternest host we'll dauntless brave. 
Or stem the fiercest Indian wave. 

Nor heart nor hand shall waver. 

Though nations join yon tyrant's arm. 
While Scotia's noble blood runs warm. 
Our good old man we'll guard from harm. 

Or fall in heaps around him. 
Although the Irish harp were won. 
And England's roses all o'er-run, 
'Mong Scotia's glens, with sword and gun. 

We'll form a bulwark round him." 



FAREWEEL, YE STREAMS. 

CUNNINGHAM. 

Tone,—* Lassie tw* the yeUow CoatieP 

Fareweei, ye streams, sae dear to me. 
My bonnie Cluden, Nith, an* Nee; • 
Ye burns that row sae bonnilie. 
Your siller wares nae mairl'U see* 
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Yet though frae your green banks Fm 4H(reo» 
My saul away could ne'er be rivea; .' 
For still she lifts her een to heaven. 
An' sighs wi^ you again to be. 

Ye canty bards ayont the Tweed, 
Your skins wi' claes o' tartan deed. 
An** lilt alang the verdant mead, . 

Or blythlie on your whistles blaw x 
An' sing auld Scotia's barns an' ha's; 
Her bourtree dikes an* mossy wa's; 
Her faulds, her bughts, an' birken shaws, 

Whar love an* freedom sweetens a*^ 

Sing o' her carfes, teugh aq,' auld ; '* 

Her carlines grim, that flyte an* scauld ; 
Her wabsters bfythe, an' souters bauld j - 

Her flocks an* herds sae fair to see. • 
Sing o' her mountains, bleak an* high 5 
Her fords, whar neighrin* kelpies ply ; 
Her glens, the haunts o' rural joy ; 

Her lasses lilting o'er the lee. 

To you, the darling theme belangs. 
That frae my heart exulting spangs ; 
O mind, amang your bonniest sangs^^ 

The lads that bled for liberty* 
Think on our auld forbears o* yore, 
Wha dy*d the muirs wi' hostile gore; 
Wha slavery's bands indignant tore. 

An* bravely fdl for you an* me. 

My gallant brithers, brave an' bauld, '^ 
Wha baud the pleugh, or wake the fauld. 
Until your dearest bluid rin cauld. 

Aye true unto your country be. 
Wi' daring look her durk she drew, 
An* coost a mither's e*e on you ; 
Then letna onie spulzien crew 

Her dear-bought freedom wrest frae thee. 
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THE AULD HIGHLANDMAN. 

HOG«. 

TcKB,—" JTtUikrankieJ^ 

Hebsel pe aughty eirs an' twa 

Te twanty-tird o* May, man ; 
She twall amang te Hedin hills 

Apooii te reefer Spey, man. 
Tat eir tey faught te Shirramoor, 

She first peheld te licht, man ; 
Tey shot my fater in tat stour, — 

A plaguity Texan spite, man. 

Tve feudit in Scotlan* here at hame, 

In France an' Shermanie, man ; 
An' cot tree tespurt pluddy oons 

Peyon te 'Lantic sea, man. 
Put wae licht on te nasty jgun, 

Tat ever she pe porn, man ; 
File koot kleymore te tristle guard 

Her leaves pe nefer torn, man. 

Ae tay I shot, an* shot, an* shot. 

Fan eer it kam my turn, man, 
Put a* te fors tat I oood gie. 

My powter wadna burn, man. 
A filthy loun kam wi' his gun, 

Resolvt to too me harm, man ; 
An* wi* te dirk upon her nose 

Ke me a pluddy arm, man. 

1 flan^ my gun wi* a* my might, 

An* feUt his neiper teet, man ; 
Tan trew my swort, an' at a straik 

Hew't aff te haf o's heed^ man. 
X3 



US 
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Pe vain to tel! o* a' my tricks ; 

My oons pe nae tisgrace^ man : 
Ter no pe yin pehint my back, 

Ter a' before my face, man. 

Frae Roman, Saxon, Pick, an' Dan«v 

We hae cot muckle skaith, man; 
Yet still te Scot has kept his ain. 

In spite o' a* their teeth, man. 
Ten rouse my lads, and fear nae fae; 

For if ye're keen an' true, man. 
Although te French be sax times mae, 

She'll never konker you, man. 

I'm a;uld an' stiff, an', owr my stafl^ 

Can gang but unco slaw, man; 
But sood te Frenchmen be sae taft 

As venter here awa, man, 
My swort, tat now is auld an' blunt, 

1*11 sharp upon a stane, man, 
An' hirple toon unto te kost. 

An' faught for Shorge an' fanie, man. 



^^•♦^-^v^w^ 



THE INVASION. 

R. HATRICK. 

Tune, — " Auld Donald awaP 

While Monsieur is trowin* our nation he'll ruin. 
Deprive us of freedom, cur monarch an' a',— 

His restless convention declares their intention • 
Nae mair to let Britain of liberty Waw ! ^ - 

But Monsieur take care, of old England beware, 
For her children' are ready to rise at a ca'; 

Your fopdoodle breeding and mountebank cleading, 
John Bull he abhors you, flagariea an' a'. 
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Yet, if, through persuasion, you try the invasion, 
To please your great consul, convention an' a', 

Red up your afiairs to your wives and your heirs. 
For, tfance ye come over, you'll' ne'er get awa. 

Our free constitution, since Will's revolution. 
Deserves our support, our attachment an' a', 

Wha'd thowless neglect it, should ne'er be protekit. 
But hiss'd like a thief from our nation awa. 

In wrath pourin' forth frae the hills o' the north. 
The chiefs and braw clans to the battle will draw ; 

Each Scotchman is ready, to fight like his dadie. 
Repelling with fury, Danes^ Romans, an' a*. 

They'll follow their leaders against the invaders. 
No dangers in war can make them turn awa; 

Ye proud Gallic legions who visit these regions. 
Remember Sir Ralph and liis twa-score an* twa. 

And you, neighbour Pat, sir, what wad you be at, sir. 
No mortal on earth understands you at a' ; 

While one part is loyal, the other stands trial. 
And hang'd are for traitors to country an' a'. 

But Paddy be wise, man, tak Sandy's advice, man. 
Stand firm as a rock to your twin-brothers twa. 

Despise the intrusions of Gallic delusions. 

Be true to your monarch then, £rin go bragh. 

Ye sons o' sweet Coila, your hearts they would boil a'. 
To think that your freedom's by France taen awa; 

StHl may you inherit brave Wallace's spirit. 
And fight for your country, and conquer or fa'. 

If friendship pprvade lus; tho' Frenchmen invade us, 
We'll make them repent they e'er tried it at a' ; 

With Fullarton, Oswald, Macldam, and Boswald, 
We'll pound them to dust, "their convention an' a'. 
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FAREWELL SCOTIA'S MOUNTAINS GftAY. 

Written in Spain. 

ALEX. FULLA&TOM. 

Tune,*—" Up amang ^on c^y rocki.^ 

Farewell Scotia's mountains gray, 

Home of friends so kind and steady; 
Farewell straths and Tallies gay, 

Faithfu' dog, and tartan plaidy : 
Farewell glens and brrken bowers. 

Lovely scenes, sae blithe an' cbeerie; 
Where, in youths delightfu* hours, 

Wi' beating heart, I met my dearie: 
Pleasures fled augment my pain ; 
O for Scotia's hills again ! 

Here though Nature gorgeous rise. 

Rich in many a beauteous blossom. 
More my native fields I priie, 

Fields congenial to my bosom. 
Far from Scotia's peacefu' plains. 

Her banner bearing, here I wander; 
But fond mem'ry still retains 

Each wimplin' burnie's wild meander; 
And my &ncy loves to dwell 
'Mid her mountain echo's swell. 



CULLODEN, OR LQCHIEL'S FAREWELL. 
Air,—** Mornf^s PUfrochr 

Cdlloden, 6n thy swarthy brow 

Spring no wild flowers nor verdure fair ; 

Thou feel'st not summer's genial glow. 
More than the freessing wintry air ; 



For once thou drank'st the hero's bloo^,. - 
And Wjar*s unhallow'd footsteps bore; 

The deeds unbolj. Nature view'd. 
Then fled and curs'd thee evermore. 

From Beaul/s wild and woodland glens. 

How proudly Lovat's banners soar I 
How fierce the plaided Highland clans 

Rush onward with the broad claymore f 
Those hearts that high with honour heav'd. 

The volleying thunder thtfre laid low ! 
Or scatterM like the forest leaves, 

When winf ry winds begin to blow ! 

Where now thy honours, brave Lochiel I 

The br^ded plume's torn from thy brow ! 
What must thy haughty spirit feel, 

When skulking like the mountain roe? 
While wild-birds chant from Lochy's bowers. 

On April ere, their loves and joys, 
The Lord of Lochy's loftiest towers 

To foreigh lands an exile flies. 

To his blue hills, that rose in view 
' As o'er the deep his galley bore. 
He often lo6k'd, and cried, ^ Adieu ! 

ril never see Lochaber more ! 
Though now thy wounds I cannot heal. 

My dear, my injur'd native land ! 
In other climes thy foe shall feel 

The weight of Cameron's deadly brand. 

Land of proud hearts and mountains grey ! 

Where Fingal fought and Ossian sung ! 
Mourn rdork CuUoden's fateful day. 

That from thy chiefs the laurel wrung. 
Wher^ once they rul'd, and roam'd at will, 
• i^ree as their own dark mountain game, 
Their sons are slaves, yet keenly feel 

A longing for their fathers' fame* 
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leaded of the in%hty and the brave, 

Who, ftithful to your Stuart, fell ! 
No trophies marie your common grange, 

Nor dirges to your memory swell. 
But gen'rous hearts will weep your fate 

Wien far has roll'd the tide of time ; 
And bards unborn shall renovate 

Your hiding fame in loftiest rhyme.** 



^^^%<»v^<»^v 



THE EMIGRANT. 

HOOG, 

AiB,— " Lochaber no moreP . 

Mat morning had shed her red streamers on high, . 
O'er Canada, frowning all pale on the sky; 
Still dazling and white was the robe that she wore. 
Except where the mountain-wave dash'd on the shore. 
Far heay'd the young sun, like a lamp, on the wave. 
And loud scream'd the gull o'er his foam-beaten c^ve, 
When an old lyart swain on a headland stood high, 
T^th the staffm fail hand» and the tear in his eye. 

His old tartan plaid, and his bonnet sae blue, 
Declar'd from what country his lineage he drew; 
His visage so wan, and his accents so low, 
Announc'd the companion of sorrow and woe. 
" Ah welcome, thou sun, to thy canopy grand, . 
And to me ! for thou com'st from my dear native land ! 
Again dost thou leave that sweet isle of the sea. 
To beam on these winter-bound vallies and me ! 

How sweet in my own native valley to roam I 
Each face was a friend's, and each house was a home; 
To drag our live thousands from river or bay; 
Or chace the dun deer o'er the mountam so grey* 



Here daily I wam^er to «|g^ oa the steeps 
My old bosom friend was laid low in yon deep; 
My family and friends, to extremity driveDn 
Contending for life both with earth and wi^ hemren* 

My country, they aaid,— but th^ told me a Iic^-« 
Her vallies iretc barren, inclement her sky; 
Even now in the glena, 'mone her mountains to btae^ • 
The primrose and daisy are blooming in dew. 
How could she expel f^oin fho^& mountains of heath. 
The clans who mamtain'd them in danger and death ! 
Who ever were ready the broad*8wprd to draw 
In dfefaice o^bier honour, her freedom, and law% 

We stood by our Stuart, till one &tal blow 
LoosM iEluin triumphant, and Valour laid low. 
Our, chief, whom we trusted, and liVd but to please, . 
Then turn'd us adrift to the storms and the seas, 
O gratitude 1 Where didst thou linger the whfle? 
What region.a&r is illum'd with thy smile? 
That orb olf.the sky for a home will I crave. 
When yoa sun rises red on the £m%rant's grave.*' 



/ THE EMIGRANT* 

. . voNTOOKsar. 

O, ifHXK shall I y^t thelaqd of my birth, 
>T^he loveliest .land ;on the face of the earth ? 
When shall t those scenes of affection explore^ 
Our forests, our fountains. 
Our faflinletii^ out mountains, 
WiAk idle pride of our mountains, the maid I adort ? 
Oy'v^en shall I dance on the daisy^vdliite mead, 
Inlfaeifaadft4)faikelai, ta the aouod of tJw recti? 
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When shall I return to that lowly i^r^t, • 
Where iill my fond objects of tenderness meet,— 
The lambs and the heifers that follow my call, 
• My father, my mother, 
My sister, my brother. 
And ^w Isabella, the joy of them all? '^-.y 

O, when shall I visit tM land of my birth? 
^Hs the loveliest land on the &ce of theearth- 



SONG. • • ; ;■- •' .^ 
Writ^forihe Annwertary of Mri PUfi Sirth^y.^ 

RIGHT HON. OEORGE CANNING. 

If hush'd the loud whirlvyincj that ruffled the deef),^ 
The sky if no longer dark tempests deforpi-; 

When our perils iare past, shall our gratitude sleep? 
No— Here's to tlie Pilot that weathered the Storm I 

At the footstool of po^er let Fliattery fiiwrt; 

Let Faction her idols extol to die iskies ; ' 
To Virtue, in humble retirement withdrawn, 

UnblamM may the accents of gratitude rise. 

And shall not his meifi*f^1!tf Dfitain be dear. 
Whose example with envy all nations behold, 

A statesman unbiased by ikitftest.dr fear, 
By pow'r uncorrupted, untainted by gold ? 

Who, when terror and doubt through the universe reign*d, 
While rapine, and treason their standsMT^f^ unfurPd, . 

The heart atid the hopfes'of his country xilamtainjd,*^^ 
And oneJ^kigdom preserVM 'midst the wreck df the 

world.-.- •'• • • :\ •'■•:;••;; ' ' • / ' '^"'^ 

Uoheeding, unthankful,: we bedc in the biases 
. While .the beams of the sun in foil majeslychiiwi;// 

When be sinkftinto twiligbt, with fbnfliiess we>^B]Ec^f ) 
. And wbrk the mildlnsCire liialfUdtiiii dAdkiB.'.! 
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So Pitt, when the course of thy greatness is o'er, I 

Thy talents, thy virtues, we fondly recall ! j 

Kow justly we pnze thee, when lost we deplore, 
Adinir'd in tny zemth, butiov'd in thy fall 1 

O take then, for dangers by wisdom repellM, I 

For evils by courage and constancy brav*d ; 1 

O take for a throne by thy counsels upheld, . 

The thanks of a people thy firmness has sav'd ! 

I 
And oh, if ajgain the rude whirlwind should rise, 

The dawning of peace should fresh darkness deform ; ' 

The regrets of the good, and the fears of the wise, i 

Shall turn to the Pilot that weather'd the Storm. 



RULE BRITANNIA. 

THOMSON. 

When Britain first, at Heaven's command. 

Arose from out tlie azure main. 
This was the charter of the land. 
And guardian angels sung the strain: 

Rule JSrUanniOy Britannia rule the waves, 
For BrUom never shall be slaves* 

The nations not so blest as thee. 
Must in their turn to tyrants fall. 

Whilst thou shalt flourish, great and firee, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule Britcmnia, Sfc* • 

Still more maiestic dialt thotr rise- 
More dreadful from each foreign stroke. 
As the loud blast that tears the £ies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule Britannia, ^c. 
Vnt-II. Y ' ' 
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Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame; 

All their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouse thy generous flame, 

And work thdr wo, and thy renown. 
Rule BriianmOf ^c. 

To thee belongs the rural reign — 
Thy cities shall with commerce shine^ 

And thine shall be the subject main, 

And every shore it circles thine. 

Eule Britannia, 4rc» '-" 

The Muses still, with fre^om found. 
Shall to thy happy shore repair : 

Bless'd isle ! with matchless beauty crown'd 
And manly hearts to ^ard the fair. 
Euie Britannia^ ^. 



®t)e J^avp 



CALEDONIA, 



PART III. 



Conbibial ^ongs. 



TODLEN BUT, AND TODLEN BEN. 

When I've a saxpence under my thumb, 

Thea I'll get credit in ilka town : 

But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by ; 

O ! poverty parts good company. 
Todlen hame, todlen hame, 
Cou^dna^mtf love come todlen hame? 

Fair-fa' the gudewife, and send her good sale, 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
JSyne if that her tippeny chance to be sma', 
We'll take a good scour o't, and ca't awa. 

Todlen home, todlen havne^ 

As round as a neep vf^U come todlen home. 

My kimmer and I lay down to sleep, 

Wi' twa pint»8toup8 at our bed feet : 

And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry : 

What think ye o' my wee kimmer and I? 

Todlen but, and todlen ben, 

Sae round as my love comes todlen hame. 
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Leeze me on liquor, my todlen dow, ■ 

Ye're ay sae good-humour*(d when weeting your moa> 

When sober sae sour, ye'U fight wi' a fleef 

That it*s a blytbe aght to the bah-nies and me, 

W%en todlen home, iadlen hame, ,** 

When round as a neep ye come todlen hame, ^ 



AULJ> LANGSYNE. 

Should auld acquaintanee be forgot^ 

And never brought to min*, 
Shou'd auld acquaintance be forgot^ 

And days o*^ langsyne. 

For auld langsyne, my deav^ 

For aidd lang^yney 
We*tl tak a cup o* kindness yetf. 

For auld langsyne^ 

We twa hae run about the braes^ 

And puM the gowans fine; 
But weVe wanderM monie a wearie foot 

Sin* auld langsyne. 

For avid langsyite, ijc. 

We twa hae paidrt i' the burn^ 

Frae morning sun till dine ; 
But seas between us braid hae roarM 

Sin* anid lai^yne. 
For auld langsyne^ ^c» 

Now there*8 a hand, my trusty S^er, 

And gie's a hand o*^ thine, ^ 
And we 11 tak a right gude willie waogbt 

For auld langsyne. 
For atdd hngsyne^ 4^*. 
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And sorely ye'll be your iHat>6toup, 

And surely I'll be mine, 
And we'll tdk a cup o* kindness yet 

For auld langsyne. 
Tor auld langsyne, ^c. 



CONTENTED Wl' LITTLE. 

BUBNS. ^ 

Tune, — ^ Lumps o* Pudding!* 

Contented wi* little, and cande wi* mair. 
Whene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care^ 
t gie them a skelp, as they're creepin' alan& 
Wi' a cog o' gude swats, and an auld Scottish sang. 

I whyles claw the elbow o* troublesome thought ; 
But man is a sodger, and life is a fau^ht : 
My mirth and gude humour are coin m my pouch. 
And my freedom's my lairdship nae motiarch dare touch. 

A towmond o' trouble, should that be my fa% 
A night o' gude fellowship southers it a' : 
When at the Wythe end o' our journey at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o* the road be has past ? 

Blind chance, let her snapper and stoyte oil her way; 
Be't to me, be't frae me, e'en let the jade gae : 
Come ease, or come travail ; come pleasure, or pain. 
My warst word is-^** Welcome, and welcome again l** 

Y3 
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SCOTIA'S SONS. 

XcNE — ** Andro ajid his cutty gun^ 

Blffihcy UyHie^ arouiC ike nappy y 

Let us join in social glee; 
While we^re here tve*U hae a drappy^ 

Scotia's sons hae aye been free. 

Our auld forbears, when owre their yiU,, 

And, canty bickers roun* did ca', 
,« Forsooth," they cricdy ^ anither gilt. 
For sweer*t we are to ^g awa." 
Slythe, blythe, j-c. 

Some heartie cock wouM then hae sang 
An auld Scotdi sonnet aff wi* glee, 

Syne pledgM bis cog — the chorus rang, 
•* Auld Scotia and her sons are free." 
Blythe, blythe, ^c, ' 

Thus cracks, and jokes, and sangs gaed roun^^ 
THl m0rn the screens o' light did draw. 

Yet driech to rise, the carls roun' 
CryM " Deu{^k-an-{lhoriSf then awa.'* 
Blythe, blythe, jrr. 

The landlord then the na(^ brings»^ 

An' toasts fu' happy a* may be, 
Syne tooms the cog— the chorus rings 

** Auld Scotia's sons shall aye be free^'' 
Blythe, blythe, ^c. 

Then like our dads o* auld langsyne. 

Let social glee unite us a'. 
Ay blythe to meet, our mou's to weet. 

But ay as sweer't to gang awa. 
Blythe, blythe, ^« 
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MY KIMMER AND L 

Whan Kimmer and I were groom and bride. 
We had twa pint stoups at oui^bed side; 
Sax times fu' and sax times dry, 
An' raise for drouth — my Kimmer an* I. 

M^ Kimmer and I gade to the f^r, 
Wi' twal pun' Scots on sarking to ware : 
But we drank the gude brown hawkie dry. 
And sarkless hame came Kimmer an' I. 

My Kimmer and I gade to the town. 
For wedding-breeks an' a wedding-gown ; 
But the sleekie auld priest he wat our eye 
In sackcloth gowns— my Blimmer an' I. 

My Kimmer and I are scant o' claes, 
Wi' soups o' drink and soups o' brose ; 
But late we rise and soon gae lie. 
And cantilie live — my Kimmer an' L 

My Kimmer is auld, my Kimmer is bent^ 
And I'm gaun louting owre a kent ; 
The well o' life is dribbling dry, 
An' drouthie, drouthie's Kimmer an' I. 



BLYTHE AN* HAPPY ARE WE, 

•LAS8. 

TimE, — ^ Andro and his cutty gmP 

Blythey %M^, an* happy are we, 

Cauld care isJUg^d awa ; 
This it but ae night o' ottr lives. 

An* wha wou*d grudge tho* it were twa* 
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The ev'ning shade arouiid k spread. 
The chilling tempest sweeps the sky;; 

We're kindly met, an' warmly set. 
An' streamt o' nappy rinnin' by. 
Blithe, ^c. 

While gettin' fou, we're great, I trow. 
We scorn misfortune's greatest bangs; 

The magic bowl can lift the soul 
Aboon the world and a' its wrangs. 
Blythcy Sfc, 

The days o' man are but a spatf. 
This mortal life a passing dream. 

Nought to illume the dreary gloom 
Save love an' friendship's sacred gleam, 
Blyike^ 4r; 

Then toom your glass to my sweet lass. 
And neist we'll turn it o'er to thine : 

The glowin* breast that loo's them best 
Shall dearest ever be to mine. 
Blf/ihe^ 4^. 

An' here's to you, my friend sae true. 
May discord ne'er a feeling wound ! 

An' shou'd we flyte, ne'er harbour spite. 
But in a bowt be't quickly drown'd. . 
Blythe, ^c. 

Now. rap an' ring, an* gar them bring 
The biggest stoupfii' yet we've seen : 

Why should we part, when band and heart 
At ilka bumper grows mair keen? 
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THE COGGIE^ 

Tone,— " Locherrock Side/* 

Let bardies tune the rural strain, 
And sing the loves o' nymph or swain^ . 
Or mourn the hapless lover's pain, 

That''8 slighted by his dearie. 
But me, nae tale o love-sick dame> 
Shall lighten to the paths o' fame. 
My "dearest joy, my only theme. 

Shall be a social coggie. 

In morn o' life, wi* cantie glee. 
We mark wi' youthfu' fancy's ele. 
Our daddie's roun' the barley bree, 

Fu' couth an' unco cheerie. 
But when to manhood's height we spee!^ 
An' meet thro' life some hearty chiel. 
In friendship's glow, it's then we feel. 

The pleasures o' the coggie. 

Thro* life, when fortune turns her wheel. 
And ruin's blast blaws roun' our biel, 
Nae frienly han' then near to shiel, 

But a' gae tapsalteerie ; 
E'en then, wi' some leal-hearted frien', 
Wha's life ance happier days hae seen, 
We baith on hope our sorrows lean. 

And cry, " anithcr coggie." 

See lyart age, wi* joyless years, 
On life's dark brink wi' dowie f^ar^ 
Nae fostering hope his bosom cheers^ 
The prospect's dark an' drearie ; 
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£*en then^ when tales o* auld langsyn^^ 
Bring youtbfu' cantie days to min\ 
Mang former joys our cares we tyne. 
An' toom the dieering coggie.. 

Thus itka scene o* life we see,. 

Is strongly mark*d wi' social glee ; 

Then let us taste the joys that flee- 
In youth or age be cheerie. 

Then roun' when social spirits join. 

An' hearts an' han's in friendship twin«». 

Owre whisky, nappy yill, or wine, 
'Tis stilL a social coggie.. 



MILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAU3V 



O, Willis brew'd a peck a' maut. 
And Rob and Allan cam to pree : 

Three blither hearts, that loe-lang night. 
Ye wadna found in Christendie. 

We are nafou^ toe^te nae thatfouy 
Butjiut a drappie in our e^e; 

The cock may craw^ the day may daiff^ 
But ay we*ll taste the barley dree. 

Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry bo3rs I tfow are we; 

And monie a night we've merry been,. - 
And monie mae we hope to be i 
We are nafou^ 4^^ 
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It is the mdbn, I l^en her htiTh, 
' Thafs Uinkin' in the lift sae hie; 
She shines sae bright to wile us hame^ 
But, by mj sooth, she'll wait a weel 
W-e are nafou^ S^c, 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold, coward loun is he ! 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa*. 

He is the king amang us three \ 
We are ndfoUf Spo. 



The night it flew, the grey cock crew, 
Wi' blythesome clap o'er a' the three; 

But pleasure beam'd ilk moment new, 
And happier still they hop*d to be. 

For they were najmty na, nae thatfou. 

Bid just a drap in Wca e^e; 
The cock might craw, the datf might daw. 

They sippled ay the barley hree* 

The moon, that from her sIlTer horn 
PottrM radianee over tower and tree, 

-Before the fast approaching mom. 
Sank, &r, behind yon western sea. 
■ Yet they were nafou, S^c. 

And soon the gowden beams o' day . 

llng'd a' the mountain taps sae hie, 
And tallies' sheen with bickering play 

Awoke the morn's wild melody. 

Snt ay tkey bo^, and ay they sang 
•*' There s just a wee drap in our ^e; 

And monie a day w^ve happy been. 
And monie mae we hope to be^ 
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That moon still fills her/sflver bom, . 

But, ah ! her beams nae mair they t^e; 
Nor crowing cock, nor dawning mom, 

Distm'bs Sie worm's dark revelry. 

» For they were nd fou^ na^ nae thcUfou, 
Bid clc^-cauld deatJk has closed ilk eV, 
And, wa^u^, now the gowden niom 
Beams on the graves o' a' the three* 

Nae mair in learning Willie toils. 
Nor Allan wakes the meitang lay. 

Nor Rab, wi' fancy-witching wiles, 
Bc^iles the hour o^ dawning day. 

JFor though they were na wryfou. 
That ivicked wee drap in the ^e 

Has done its turn — untitneli/y now 

The green grass waves o*er «* tke three* 



^^iiV^^A^/^^^ 



THE WEE WIFUKIE. 

DR. A. GEBDES. 

Thees was a Wee bit wifukie, was comin* firae the fair, 
Had got a wee bit drappukie^ that bred. her meikle care; 
It gaed about the wifie s heart, and she began to spew, 
O ! quo^ the wee wifukie, I wish I binna fou. 
/ ufish I binna fou, quo^ she, I wish I bimutjbu. 
Oh J quo* ike wee v^Me^ Ifmk Ilminajiu^ 

If Johnnie find me barley-sick, Fm sure he*ll claw my 

skin ; \ 

But ril lie down and tak a nap before that I gae in. 
Sitting at the dyke>side> and to^ng o* her nap, 
By came a packman laddie wi* a little pack^ 

KV a little pack, quo* she, w? a Utile pack^ 

By came a packman luddie wi* a IkUepack 
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He*8 cUppit a* har gcywdcii locks tae bomueand tae hag; 

He's taen her pune and a* her pUicks» and fast air^ ht 
can: 

And when the wifie wakened, her head was like a bee. 

Oh ! quo' the wee wifukie> this is nae me. 
This is nae fne, quo* s/ie, this is nae me^ 
Somebody has been felling me, and this is nae me^ 

I met with kindly company, and birl'd my bawbee ! 
Akid stiH, if this be Bessukie, three placks remun wi' me: 
But 1 will look thepursienoi^, see^n the cuniie be;-^ 
There's neither purse nor plack about me i — this is nae 
me. 
This is nae me, ^e. 



I hare a little housukie, but and a kindly i 
A dog, they.ca' him Dou^siekie; if this be me he'll fiiwn, 
Aad Johnnie, he*ll come to the door, and kindly wel- 
come gi'e, 
And a' the bairns on the floor-head will dance if this be me. 
This is nae me, 4«« 

Tlie nig^t was late, and dang out weet, and oh but it 

was dark ; 
The dcggie haurd a body's foot, and he began to bark. 
Oh when she heard the doggie bark, and kenning it 

was he, 
Oh weel ken ye, Doussie, quo* die^ this is nae me. 
This is nae me^ 4^ 

When Johnnie heard his Bessie's word, fast to the door 

he ran ; 
Is that vou, Bessttkie?>— Wow na, man 1 
Be kind to die bainis a*, and weel mat ye be; 
And fak'eweel, Johnnie^ quo* she, this is nae me ! 

This is nae ma, ^, 

Vol. n. Z 14 
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John raa to the miaister, hb hair stood a' on end, 
IVe gotten aic a fright. Sir, I fear 1*11 never mend ; 
My wife's come hame without a head, crying oat most 

piteously. 
Oil fareweel, Johnnie, quo' she, this is nae me ! 
T%ii it nae me, S^, 

The tale you tell, the parson said, is wonderful to me^ 
How that a wife without a head could speak, or hear, 

or see! 
But things that happen hereabout, so strangely altor'd be, c 
That I could mmst wi' Bessie say, 'tis neither you nor 
she. 

Keiiher you nor thcy quo^ he, neither you nor she. 
Wow no, Johnnie man, *iis neither you nor the, • 

Now Johnnie he came hahie again, and oh ! but he 
wasfiedn. 

To see Ms little Bessukie come to bersel' again. 

He gQt her sitting on a stool wi' Tlbbuck on her knee ; 

Oh r come awa, Johnnie, quo' she, come awa to me. 

For I've got a nap yn* Tibbuckie, and this is now me. 
Thit it now me, quo^ the, thit it now me, 
Fve got a nap im* Tibbuckie, and thit it now me. 



LET DRUNKARDS SING. 

CHARLEYS GRAY. 

TcwB^* WiUie brewed a peck o' mautJ* 

Let drunkards sing in praise o' wine. 
Their midnight'balb an' sodat glee; 
But Scotia^t sons may fidge fu' fain, 
While^hey hae routh o' barley bree. 
French brandy it but truth (thame/aU/) 

Jlieir foreign rum I douma prie ; 
Gie me the tterling pith o* maut, 
Aboon them a' it heart the gree! 
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The warkman wha hat toilM a' day» 

Sits down at nigbt frae labour free; 
See care is fled — his smile how gay» 

Whan owre a pint o' barley bree, 
French brandy ^ 4^, 

Gif onie ane in barlick-hood, 

Shou'd wi' his neighbour disagree ; 
Let them baith gang in jovial mood. 

An' settle't owre the barley bree. 
French hnmdy^ j-c. 

For barley drink^ wad they but think. 

Is cheaper than a lawyer's fee ; 
Tho* sairly vext, ay mind the text, — 

** Its 4)est to tak' a pint an* gree," 
French brandy ^ ^c. 

Pre seen a chid cou*d hardly speak. 

Whan ne'er a drap was in his e'e : 
But he cou'd lecture for a week, 

Just gi'e him ay the barley bree ! 
French brandy, ^c, • 

Whan Tve a bawbee in my pouch, 

I aften birl it frank an' free ; 
Then care can never mak' me crouch :— 

The life o' man is barley bree i 
French brandy, ^c. 



»%.»»»»<»^%^i» 



ANiD SAE WILL WE YET, 

WATSON. 

fiiT ye down here my cronies, and de me your crack, 
Let the win' tak' the care o' this li^ on its back; 
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Our hearts to daipondency we never vrBl sabwky 
For we've aj keen provided for, and sae will we yet. 
And sae wiR we yet, ^c. 

Let the miser delieht in the hoarding of pelf, 
Since he has not the sapl to enjoy it himself: 
Since the bounty of orovidence is new ev'ry day, . 
As we journey tiiro* liffe, let us live by the way. 
Let ut live by the watfy ^c. 

Then bring us a tankard o* nappy guid ale. 
For to comfort our hearts and enliven the tale ; 
We*ll keener feel the social glpw the langer we sat. 
For we've drank di^ther monie a time, and sa« wHl 
we yet. 
Aiid sae will we yet, ^c. 

Success to the farmer, and prosper his plough. 
Rewarding his eident toils a* the year through ; 
Our seed time and harvest we ever will get. 
For we've lippen'd ay to providence, and sae will we yet. 
And sae will we yet, S^c. 

Long live the king, and happy may he be, 
And success to his forces by land and by sea: 
His enemies to triumph we ne'er will permit, 
Britons ay have been victorious, and sae will they yet« 
And sae wiil they, ^c. 

Let the glass keep its course, iind go merrily roun^ 
For the sun has to rise, tho' the moon it goes down : 
Till the house be rin&in' roun' about, 'tis time eneugh 

to flit, 
Wlien we fell we ay got up again, and sae will we yet- 
And sae will joe yet, 4'C. 
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THE COGGIE. 

TANMAUILL. 

TuKE,— ** Cauld heal in Aberdeen!* 

Whkit poortith cauld, and sour disdain^ 

Hang o'er life's vale sae foggie. 
The sun that brightens up the scene. 
Is friendship's Kindly co^^. 
Theuy O revere the coggie, S^n^ 

77ie friendly, gocial coggie^f 
It gars the wheels o' kfe rm %iU» 
Tho^ e*er sae doilt and doggie. 

Let pride in fortune's chariots fiy, 

Sae empty, vam, and vogie; 
The source of wit, the spring of joy, 
Lies in the social coggie. 

Then, O revere the coggie. Sirs, 

The independent coggie; 
And never snool beneath the frown 
Of onie selfish roggie. 

Poor modest worth, with heartless e'e. 

Sits hurkling in the boggie. 
Till she asserts her dignity. 
By virtue of the coggie. 

7%at, O revere the coggie, S^s, 
The poor man^s patron coggie; 
It warsels care, itjights lifrsfau^ts^ 
And lifts himfrae the boggie, 

Gie feckless Spain her weak snail broo, 

Gie France tier wed spic'd froggte, 
Gie blither John his luncheon too, 

But gie to us our coggie. 
Z9 
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T^erty O revere the coggte, Sirg^ 
Our kind heart warming coggief 

We doubly Jeel the social tie, 

When just a wee thought groggiei 

In diBys of yore otir sftirdy sires. 
Upon their hills sae scroggie, 

Glow'd with true freedom's warmest fires. 
And fought to save thdr coggie. 

Then, O revere the eogeie. Sirs, 
Our brave forrfatherP coggie; 

It rouid them up to doughty deeds, 
C^er which we^U long be voggie. 

Then, here's may Scotland ne'er fa' down, 

A cringing coward doggie. 
But bauldly stand, and bang the loo» 

Wha'd reave her of her coggie. 

Then, O protect the coggie. Sirs, 
Our good auld mither^s coggie; 

Nor let her luggie e^er be drain*d 
-% ony foreign roggie. 



^%<»»»i»*>%%% 



GUDEWIFE COUNT THE LAWIN. 

BURKS. 

Gane is the day, and murk's the night. 
But we'll ne'er stray for faut o* light. 
For ale and brand/s stars and jnoon, 
And blude-red wine's the risin' sun, 

TTien gudemfe count the launn^ 
Thelawin, the Imvin, 
Then gudewi/e eomnt the kumi. 
And bring a cogffe mair^ 



There's weakh wdewt te.gAidteiBilk 
And se^ple^folk maun &cht and feo^ • 
And here we're a' in ae aceord. 
For ilka man tbat*i drunk's a lord*. . 
Then gudemfe count, ^. 

My coggie is a haly poo^ 
That heals the wounds cf care and dool; 
And pleasure is a wanton trout. 
An ye drink it a*, ye*ll find him out. 
Then gudemfe count, Sfc. 



O GUD^ALE COMES. 

b o(7j)£ ale comes; and gude al^ goesy 
Gude ale gars me sell my hose^ 
Sell my hose, and pawn my shooD, 
/ Gude ale keeps my heart aboon, 
Gude ale keeps me bare and busy. 
Gars me tipple till I be dizzy; 
And laugh in houp when a' is doner?- 
Gude ale bauds my heart aboon. 

I had s^x owsen ina pleughy 
Tliey drew a' weel enough; . 
I sell'd them a' just ane by an^ 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 
I ke^t wt ^oats for twa lang wedu» 
Till they maist brupt piy hodden breeks^ 
But I sloken'd th^ Hmmers ane by ane, 
Gude ale keeps nqy heart aboon. 

Gude ale^s the. mediciii^ oft spaed of> 
The very stuff that life i» snade of, 
Dropt in a recent frae the moon. 
To keep men's mkipg hearts ai)oon. 
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I wia|y'4JbeHP ^,ttm be a'giiBow^ 
Winna gi^e gude ale to givle failowv^ 
. And keep a soup to the afterpoon, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. • 



THE WHISTLE, 



I iiNO. of a whistle, a whistle of worth, 

t sing of a whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish kkig. 

And long with this whistle all Scotland shall ring. 

Old Loda, still rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle sends dpwn from his hall — 
•* This whistlers your challenge, to Scotland get o'er, 
" And drink them to h4I, Sir, or ne'er see me more.'' 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell. 
What champions ventur'd, what champions fell ; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 
And blew on the whistle their requiem shrill. 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war. 
He drank his poor godship as deep as the sea. 
No tide of the Baltic e'er (kunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd, 
Which now in his house. has for ages remain'd. 
Till three noble Chieftains, and all of his bloody 
The jovial contest agfun have renew'd. 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts dear of flaw, 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so vers'd in old coins; 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep read in old wines. 
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Cra^darroefa begm with ft tongpoe imooth a^'oU, 
Desiring Glennddd to yield up tbe ipoi}. 
Or else he would 4ni]ster the heads of the chm. 
And once more m darettr^r whieh was the man. 

** Bj the gods of the aneients ! Glenriddel r^Ues 
" Before I snivep^er so glorious s^ pri^^ 
** ni conjure the ghost of the ^eat Rorie Mor^ 
" And bumper his horn with hun twenty times o'er.** 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no i peedi would pretend. 
But he ne'er tum'd his b^k on his foe or his firiend, 
Said, toss down the whistle the prize of the field. 
And knee-deep hi daret heM die or h^'d yidd. 

To the board; of Glenriddel our heroes reptdr. 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care; 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame. 

Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame. 

A Bard was selected to witness the fray. 

And tell future ages the feats of the day : 

A Bard who detested all sadness and spleen. 

And wish'd that Parnassus a yineyard had beeik ' 

The dinner being over, the claret they ply. 

And every new cork is a ijew spring of joy. 

In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set. 

And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet. 

Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er. 
Bright Phoebus ne*er witnessed so joyous a core, 
^d voWd that to leave them he was quite forlorn. 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next mom. 

Six bottles apiece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, ' 
And swore 'twas the wi^ that theur ancestor did. 
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Then wortliv 6Ienriddd« «o cautious and<8i^ 
No longer the war&re» uiwodly, would wage i 
A high ruliog Elder to waflow ia win^ 1 
He left the foul busmesB to firiks less divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end, 
I But who can with Fate and quart-bumpers contend ? 

Tha* Fate said,— -a hero should perish m light, 
-^ Vfprote bright Phoebus and down fell the Knight. 

NeKt up rose our Bard, like a prophet in drink, 
^ Gbii^arroch, thou'lt soar when creation shall sink ! 
'* But if thou wouldst flourish immortal in rhyme, 
*' Come one bottle more, and have at the sublime ! 

** Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with Bruce, 

^ Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 

'' So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 

** The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day i** 



UP IN THE AIR. 

AAMSAT. 

Now ^e sun's gane out o' sight. 
Beet the ingle, and snuff the light: 
In glens the fairies skip and dance. 
And witches wallop o'er td^FrancOft 
Up m the air 
On my bonny grey mare. 
And I see her yet, and I see her yet 
Up in, ^c. 

The wind's drifting hail and sua', 
O'er frozen hags like a foot-ba'; 
Nae starns keek thro' the azure slit, 
'Tis cauld and mirk as ony pit, 

The man i' the moon 
Is carousing aboon, 
Dye see, d'ye see, d'ye see him yet« 
7^ mana ^c^ 



OOKTITIAL SONGS. 2?! 

Take your glass to clear your een, 
'Tis the elixir heals the spleen, ^ 
Baith wit and mirth it will inspire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire. 
Up in the air. 
It drives away care, 
Hae wl* ye, hae wi' ye, and hae wi' yc, ladfl^ yet. 
Up in, ^c. 

StedL the doors, keep out the frost, 
Come, Willy, gies aliout ye'r toast, 
Till't lads, and lilt it out. 
And let us hae a blythsome bowt, 

. Up wi% there, theri^ 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair, 
HusKMi huzza* and huzza lads, yet. 
Up wIPty ^c. 



MY WIFE SHE'S TA*£N THE GE£. 

A FRIEND of mine came here yestreen. 

And he wpuM hae me down 
To drink a bottle of de wi' him 

In the neist borrows town* 
But, O ! indeed it was. Sir, : 

Sae far the war for me; 
For lang or e'er that I came hame 

My wife had ta'en the. gee. 

We sat sae late, and ^ran|(.8aeitoiit. 

The truth I tell to you, 
That^e'er the middle o' th^ ijught. 

We were a' roaring fou. 
My wife sits at the fire^de, . 

And the tears blinds ay her e'e. 
The ne'er a. bed will she gae to. 

But sit and tak the gee. 
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In the morntng soon, when I came dcmn, 

The ne'er a word she spek. 
But monie a sad and sour look^ 

And aj her head she'd shake. 
My dear, quoth I^ what aileth thee, 

To look sae sour on me? 
ril never do the like again. 

If ye'U ne'er tak the gee. 

When that she heard, die ran, the flaog 

Her arms about my neck ; 
And twenty kisses in a crack, 

And, poor wee thing, she g^. 
If ye'U ne'er do the like again. 

But bide at hame wi' me, 
ril lay my life Ise be the wife 

That's never tak the gee. 

ANDRO AND HIS CUTTY UUK. 

Blythe> hlythe, Uythe was she^ 

Blythe was she but and ben; 
And weel she loo'd a' Hawick giU, 

And leugh to see a tappit hen« 
She took liie in, and set me down. 

And hecht to keep me lawing-free; 
But, cunning carling that she was^ 

She gart me birl my bawbee* 

We loo'd the Kauof well enough ( 
But waes my heart my cash was done. 

Before that I had quench'd my drouth, . ' 
And laidi I was to pawn my shoori. 

When we had three times toomM our^sloup. 
And the neist chappin new begun, 

Wha started in, to heeze our hc^ 
But Andro wi' ))is cutty gun. 
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The carling brought her kebbuck ben. 

With girdle-cakes weel toi\^ted brown, 
Weel does tlie canny kimuier ken 

They gar the swats gae glibber down. 
We ca'd the bicker aft about; 

Till dawning we ne'er jee'd our bun. 
And ay the cleanest drinker out. 

Was Andro wP his cutty gun. 

He did like ony mavis sing. 

And as I in his oxter sat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonnie thing. 

And mony b sappy kiss I gat. 
I hae been east, I hae been west, 

I hae been far ayont the sun ;- 
But the blythest lad that e'er I saw. 

Was Andro wi* his cutty gun. 



AtJLD GUDEMAN, YE'RE A DRUNKEN CARLE. 

AuLD gudeman, yeVe a drunken €arle, drunken carle, 
A' the lane day ye wink and drink, and gape and gaunt; 
O' sottish loons ye're the pink an' pearl, pink an' pearl, 
lU-far'd, doited, ne'er-do-weel. 

Hech gudewife ! ye*re a flytin body, flytin body; 
Will ye hae, but guid be prais'd'the wit ye want. 
The puttin cow should be ay a doddy, ay a doddy, 
Mak na sic an awsome reeL 

Ye're a sow, auld man. 

Ye get Ibu, auld man, 

Fye for shame, •auld man. 

To your wame, auld man. 
Hnch'd I win, wi* spinnin tow, 
A plack to deed ye're back and pow. 

It's a lie, gudewife, 
It's i/onr tea, gudewife, 
V«L. H. A a 
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Na, na, gudewife, 

Ye spend a' gudewife; 
Dinna fa' on me pell-mell. 
Ye like the drop fu* weel yoiirser. 

Yc*s rue auld gouk, your jest and frolic, jest and frolic. 
Dare ye say, goose, I ever lik'd to tak a drappy ? 
An' 'twema just for to cure the cholic, cure the cholic, 
Deil a drap wad weet my mou. 

Troth, gudewife, an' ye wadna swither, wadna swither* 
Soon soon to tak a cholic, when it brings a drap o' 

cappy: 
But twascore years we hae fought thegether, fought 
thegether. 
Time it is to gree, I trow. 

Vm wrang, auld John, 

Owre lang, auld John, 

For nought, gude John, 

We hae fought, gude John, 
Let's help to bear ilk ither's weight. 
We're far owre feckless now to fight, 

Ye're ri^ht, gude Kate, 

The night, gude Kate, 

Our cup, gude Kate, 

We*ll sup, gude Kate, 
Thegether frae this hour we'll draw. 
And toom the stoup a'tween us twa ! 



DRXJKEN WIFE O' GALLOWAY. 

Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry. 
The goodwife drank naething but sack and canary; 
The goodman complain'd to her friends right early, 
O ! gin my wife wad drink hooly and feirly. 
Hoofy andftdrfy, hooly and fairly^ 
0/ ^9 my wife wad drink hooly andjmrly. 
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First Bbe drank Crummie, and syne she drank Garie, 
And 53716 she drank my bonny grav marie. 
That carried me thro^ the dub and the lairie. 
01 giiiy ^c. 

She drank her hose, she drank her shoon. 
And sjme she drank her bonnie new gown ; 
She drank her sark that cover'd her rarely. 
O/girty^c. 

Wad she drink her ain things, I wadna c^re. 
But she drinks my claiths I canna weel spare; 
When I'm wi* my gossips, it angers me sairly. 
0/ gin, ^c. 

My Sunday's coat she's Imd it a wad. 
The best blue bonnet e'er was on my head; 
At kirk and at market I'm covec'd but barely. 
OJ gin, Sfc, 

My bonnie white mittens I wore on my hands, 
Wi' her neibour's wife she has laid them in pawns; 
My bane-headed staff that I loo'd so dearly. 
0/gin,^c. 

I never was for wrangling nor strife. 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 
For when there's a war I'm ay for a parley. 
0/ giti, ^c. 

When there's ony siller, she maun keep the purse; 
If I seek but a bawbee, she'll scold and she'll curse; 
She lives like a queen, I scrimped and sparely. 
0/gin,^c, 

A pint wi' her kimmers I wad her allow. 
But when she sits down, she gets hersel' fu', 
And when she is fu' she is unco camstaurie. 
0/ gin, ^c. 
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When she comes to the street, she roars and she rants^. 
Has no fear of her neibours, nor minds the house wants; 
She rants up some fool sang, like, Up ye're heart Charlie- 
O! giriy 8fc, 

When she comes hame she lays on the lads. 
The lasses she ca's baith limmers and jades. 
And ca*^ myser ay ane auld cuckold carlie. 
O! gin, 4rc, 



CAULD KAIL IN ABERDEEN^ 

There's cauld ksdl in Aberdeen, 
And custocks in Stra'boggie, 
Where ilka lad maun hae his lass,. 
But I maun hae my coggie. 

For I maun hae my coggie, Sir^^ 

I canna want my coggie ; 
I wadna- gie^ my tkree-gir^d cog^ 
For a' the wives in JSoggk. 

Johnny Smith has got a wife 

Wha scrimps him o' his coggie : 
But were she mine, upon my Kfe, 
I'd dook her in a bo^e. 

For I maun hae my coggie, Sirty 

I canna want my coggie; 
I wadna gie my three-gir^d cog 
For d^ the wives in Boggie, 

Twa three todlin weans they hae. 

The pride o' a*^ Stra'boggie ; 
Whene'er the totums cry for meat. 
She curses ay his coggie ; 

Crying, wae betide the three-gif^d cogt 

Oh, wae betide the coggie/ 
It does mair skaith than a' the ills^ 
That happen in Stra^boggie, 



CONVIVIAL SONGS. 281 

She fand him ance at Willie Sharp's ; 
And, what they maist did laugh at. 
She brak the bicker, spilt the drmk, 
And tightly goxifTd his hafiTet, 

Crying, woe betide the three-gir^d cog! 

Oh, woe betide the coggie. 
It does mair skaith than a* the ills. 
That happen in Stra'boggie* 

Yet here's to ilka honest soul 

Wha'll drink wi' me a coggie ; 
And for ilk silly whinging fool. 
We'll dook him in the boggle. 
For I maun hae my coggie. Sirs, 

I canna want my coggie: 
I wadna gie my tkree-gir^d cog 
For a' the queans in Boggie, 



CAULD KAIL IN ABERDEEN. 

DU<£ OF GOEDOK.' 

There's cauld kail in Aberdeen,. 

And custocks in Stra'be^ie ; 
Gin I hae but a bonnie lass, 

Ye're welcome to your coggie. 
And ye may sit up a' the night, 
And drink till it be braid day-li^ht i 
Gie me a lass baith clean and tight. 

To dance the reel o' Boggie* 

In cotillions the French excel, 

John Bull loves countnr dances; 
The Spaniards dance fandangos well; 

Mynheer an allemande prances : 
In foursome reels the Scots delisht. 
At threesome's they dance wondrous light. 
But twasome's ding a' out o' sight, 
Danc'd to the reel o' Boggie. 

A M v 
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Come lads, and view your partners weef^ 
Wale each a blythesome roggie : 

I'll tak this lassie to mysel'. 
She looks sae keen and voggie : 

Now, piper lad, bang up the spring ;. 

Th& country fashion is the thing. 

To prie their mou's ere we begin 
To dance the reel o' Boggic. 

Now ilka lad has got a lass. 

Save yon auld doited foggie. 
And ta'en a fling upon the grass, 

As they do in Stra'boggie; 
But a' the lasses look sae fain. 
We canna think ouriels to hain, 
For they maun hae their come-agai» 
To dance the reel o* Boggie. 

Now a' the lads hae done their best, 
Like true men o' Stra'boggie ; 

We*ll stop a while and tak a rest. 
And tipple out a coggie. 

Come now, my lads, and tak your glass,. 

And try ilk other to surpass, 

In wishing health tp ev*ry lass, 
To dance the red o' Boggie. 



WEEL MAY WE A* BE, 
TiTNE,— " King Roberfs Address,*^ 

Weel may we a' be, 
111 may we never seej 
Here's to the king 
And the good company. 
Filly fU a bumper high; 
Drain, drain your glasses dry^ 
Out upon himyfie! Ofie! 
Thai tuinna doH agdn^ 
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Here's to the king> boys ! 
Ye ken wha I mean boys ; 
And ev'ry honest man, boys» 
TTiat will do't again. 

• Here's to- a' the chieftains 
Of the gallant Scottish clans; 
They hae done it mair than anes. 
And they'll do't again. 
Fia,fia, 4-c. 

When the pipes b^n to strum 
Tuttie, tattie, to the drum. 
Out claymore, and down the gun, 
And to the knaves again. 



■^^^i^^^ ^ i^^^ 



SONG. 
Tune,—** Cavld kaU in Aberdeen^* 

Life ay has been a weary roun' * 

Whare expectation's bluntet, 
Whare hope gets mony a crackit crown. 

An' patience, sairly duntet, 
Alang the road rins hirplih down 

Beside neglectit merit, 
Whase heart gies mony a weary stoun'. 

And broken is his spirit. 

But de'il may care tho' fate whiles glooms, 

Gae lassie, heat the water: 
Wi' fate we'll never fash our thumbs, 

But gar the gill-stoup clatter. 
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Punch is a sea whare care ne'er sooms. 
But pleasure rides it rarely; 

We'll ml again whan this ane tooms. 
Then let us set till't fairly. 



COGGIE, THOU HEALS ME- 

TAMNAHILL. 

Dorothy sits in the cauld ingle neuk. 

Her red rosy neb's like a labster tae, 
Wi' drning, her mott's like the gab o' the fleuk, 

Wi' smoking, her teeth's like the jet o' the slae. 
And aye she sings weeis n^e, aye she sings weels mcy 
Coggie, thou h^s me, cog^e, thou heals me, 
Aye my best friend, when there's ony thing ails me. 
Ne'er shall we part till the day that I die. 

Dorothy ance was a weel tocher'd lass. 

Had charms like her nei'bours, and loyers anew. 
But she spited them sae, wi' her pride and her sauce^ 

They left her for thirty lang summers to rue. 
Then aye she sang waes me, aye she sang waes me, 
O I'll turn (razy, O I'll turn crazy, 
Naething in a' the wide world can ease me, 
De'il take the wooers — O what shall I do. 

Dorothy, dozen'd wi' living her lane, 

Pu'd at her rock, wi' the tear in her e'e. 
She thought on the braw merry days that were gane, 

And cafl a wee coggie for company. 
Now aye she sings weels me, aye she sines weels me. 
Goggle, thou heSls me, coggie, thou heak me. 
Aye my best friend, when mere's ony thing wl$ me, 
Ne'er shall we part, till the day that I die. 



^^t i&atji 



CALEDONIA. 



PART IV. 
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GABERLUNZIE MAN. 

KING JAMES V. 

The pawkie auld carle came o'er the lee, 
Wi' mony good e'ens and days to me, 
Saying, Goodwife, for your courtesie. 

Will you lodge a silly poor man ? 
The night was cauld, the carle was wat. 
And down ayont the ingle he sat ; 
My doughter's shoulders he 'gan to clap. 

And cadgily ranted and sang. 

O wow ! quo' he, were I as free. 
As first when I saw this country. 
How blytlie and merry wad I be 1 

And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and she ^rew fain ; 
But little did her auld mmny ken 
What thir slie twa together were say'ng^ 

When wooing they were sae thrang. 
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And O I quo' he, an* ye were as black 
As e'er the crown of my daddy's hat, 
'Tis I wad lay thee by my back. 

And awa' wi' me tnou shou'd gang. 
And O ! quo* she, an' I were as white^ 
As e'er the snaw lay on the dike, 
I'd deed me braw and lady like, 

And awa' wi' thee I would gang. 



Between the twa was made a plot ; 
They raise a wee before the cock. 
And willily they shot the lock, 

And fast to the bent are they gane» 
Up in the morn the auld wife raise. 
And at her leisure pat on her claise; 
Syne to the servant's bed she gaes,^ 

To speer for the silly poor man. 



She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay,, 
The strae was cauld, he was away. 
She clapt her hand, cry*d, Waladay ! 

For some of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and some to kists. 
But nought was stown that cou'd be mist. 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd. Praise be blest I 

I have lodg'd a leal poor man. 



Since naething's awa', as we can learn. 

The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 

Gae butt the house, lass, and waken my bairn. 

And bid her come quickly ben. 
The servant gade where the doughter lay, 
The sheets were cauld, she was away. 
And fast to the goodwife can she say. 

She's affwi' the gaberlunzie, man. 
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O fy gar ride, and fv gar rin, 

And naste ye find these traytors again ; 

For she's be brunt, and he's be slain, 

The wearifii' gaberlunzie man. 
Some rade upo' horse, some ran a fit. 
The wife was wood, and out o' her n^t ; 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd she sit. 

But ay she curs'd and she bannM.- 

Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, 
Fu' snug in a glen, where nane could see. 
The twa with kindly sport and glee. 

Cut firae a new cneese a whang : 
The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith. 
To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith. 
Quo' she. To leave thee I will be laith. 

My winsome gaberlunzie man, 

O kend my minny I were wP you, 
Dl-far'dly wad she crook her mou'. 
Sic a poor man she'd never trow. 

After the gaberlunzie man. 
My dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young. 
And ha'e nae learn'd the be^ar's tongue. 
To follow me frae town to town. 

And carry the gaberlunzie on- 

Wi' cauk and keel Pll win your bread. 

And spindles and whorles for them wha need, 

Whilk is a gentle trade indeed. 

To carry the gaberlunzie on. 
Ill bow my leg, and crook my knee, 
And draw a bmck clout o'er my e'e, 
A cripple or blind they will ca me. 

While we shall be merry and smg. 



288 HUMOROUS SOKGS. 

HEY FOR A LASS WT A TOCHER. 

. BURNS. 

Tune, — ^ BalUnamona Ora^* 

Aw A* wi' your witchcraft o' beauty's alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms : 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms, 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stockit farms. 

Then hey, for a lass m* a tocher; then hey for a lass 

ivV a tocher; 
Then hey, for a lass tuP a tocher; the nice yellow 
gidneasfor me. 

Your beauty's a flower in the morning that blows, 
And withers the faster, the faster it grows ; 
But the rapturous charm o' the bonny green knowes. 
Ilk spring they're new deckit wi' bonny white yowes. 
2 hen hey^SfC. 

And e'en when this beauty your bosom has blest, . 
The brightest o' beauty may cloy, when possest; 
But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie imprest. 
The langer ye hae them,' the mair they're carest. 
Then hey^ S^c, 



WILLIE WINKIE'S TESTAMENT. 

Mv daddy left me gear enough, 

A couter, and an auld beam-plough, 

A nebbed staff, a nutting*tyne, 

A fishing-wand with hook and line ; 

With twa auld stools, and a dirt-house, 

A jerkenet, scarce worth a louse. 

An auld pat, that wants the lug, 

A spurtle and a sowen mug. 



A hempen heckle, tM a nell, 
A tar-horn^ and a weather^ bell, 
A muck*forky and an auld peeUcreel, 
The spake* of ouv auld spkiniiig-wheeft^ 
A pair of branks, yea, and a raddle. 
With our auld brunt and broken laddl^ 
A whang-bit, and a sniflle^bit : 
Cheer up, my bairns, and dance a fit 

A flailing-staf^ a timmer-spit. 
An aukl kirn and a hole in it, 
Yarn-winnles, and a reel, 
A fetter-lock, a trump of steel» 
A whistle, and a tup-horn spoon, 
Wi' an auld pair o' clouted shoon, 
A dmmer spade, and a gle^ shear 
A bonnet for my bairns to wear. 

A timmer tongs> a broken crad}^ 
The pinnion of an auld car-saddle, 
A guUie-knlfe, and a horse^wand, 
A mitten for the left-hand^ 
With an auld broken pan of brass. 
With an auld sark that wants the ar-* 
An auld band, and a hoodling-how, 
I hope my bairns ye*re a' weel now. 

Aft have I borne ye on my baek. 
With a' this riff-raff in my pack; 
And it was a' for want of gear. 
That gart me steal Mess John's gray mare : 
But now, my bairns, what ails ye now. 
For ye ha'e naigs enough to plow; 
And hose and shoon fit for your feet. 
Cheer up, my bairns, and dinna greet. 

Then with mysel' I did advise. 
My daddie's gear for to comprise; 
Some neighbours I ca'd in to see 
What gear my daddy left to me. 
Vol. II. B b 15 
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Tfafej sat thrcie-quaiters of a year. 
Comprising of Iny daddy's gear; 
And whan tkey had gien a' their votes^ 
TwM 8€areely a' worth four pounds ScoCk* 



THE BRISK YOUNG LAD. 

Tflvn came a young man to my daddie*s door. 

My daddie's door, my daddies door. 
There came a young man to my daddie's door. 
Came seeking me to woo« 

And wow but he w€U a braw young tad^ 
A brisk young tad^ and a braw young lad^ 
And wow but he wot a brecw young tad^ 
Came ieeking me Umwo, 

But I wa< baking when he came. 
When he came, when he came, 
I took him in, and gae him a scon^ 
To thow hb frozen mou*. 
And wow btd^ 4^. 

I set him in aside the bink, 
I gae him bread, and ale to drink, 
But ne'er a blythe styme wad he blink, 
Untfl his wame was lbu« 

And wow but, 4*^. 

Gae, get ye gone, ye cauldrife wooer, 
Ye sour-Iooking, cauldrife wooer, 
I Btruightway show'd him to the door. 
Saying, Come nac niair to woo. 
And wow but, Sfc* 
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Tliere Uy a dack*dub before the door, 
fiefore the door, before the door; 
There lay a duck-difb1>eforethe door. 
And tere fell he I trow. 

And wow htU, jie. 

Out came the goodman, and high -he tfioiited. 
Out eame the godd wife, andiow shelouted, 
And a* the town4icl^bourfl were galiier'd about it» 
But liiere lay he I trow. 

And wow bui, 4^. 

Then out came I» and meei^^d and nuird^ 
Ye came to woo, but ye're a* beguil'd, 
YcVe fa^cn f the dirt, and ye*re a* befylU 
W£i*ll hae nae mair o* you. 
Andwewtut, ^c. 

AULD GOODMAN. 
XjAte in an eyening forth I went, 

A little before the sun gaed downi, 
' And there I chanced by accident. 
To light on a battle new begun. 
A maa and his wife was fe'en in a strife, 

I canna weel tell you how it bt^an; 
But ay she waiPd her wretched li^ 

And cry'd ever, Alake my auld goodman. 

HE. 

Thy auld goodman that thou tells of. 

The country kens wh^e he was hom^ 
Was but a silly poor y^gabond. 

And ilka ane leugh him to scorn ; . 
For he did spend, and make an end 

Of gear lliat his foaefathers wan, 
^e gart the poor stand frae the door, 

jS^ t^l nae mair of thy auld goodman^ 
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My heart, alake, is like to break. 

When 1 think on my winsome John, 
His blinken ee, and gate sae free. 

Was naething like tlfee, thou dozen'd drone. 
His rosie -fece, wad fiaxea hair* « 

And a skin as white as ony swan* > 

Was laiigeaad taU» and comelj witha{» 

And uiou'lt never be like mj bM goodsnao. 

RE. 

Why dost thoQ pleeA ? I thee moiatttvii 

For meal and mawt thou disna went; 
But thy wild bees I canna please» 

Now when our gear 'gins to grow scKut. 
Of household stuff' thou hast enough, 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 
Of sidike ware he left thee bare, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy aukl goodmam 

am. 

Yes, I mav tell, and A'et mysel*, 

To think on the blvthe days I had. 
When he and I together lay 

In arms into a weel made bed : 
But now I sigh and may be sad; 

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan. 
Thou faulds thy feet, and fa's asleep. 

And thou'lt never be like my auld goodmao. 

Then coming was the ni^ht so dark. 

And cane was a' the light o* day ; 
The carle was fear'd to miss his mark» 

And therefore wad nae langer stay. 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trow the wife the day she wan. 
And ay the o'erword of the fray. 

Was ever, Attike^ my aidd goodman. 
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CARLB CAME O'ER THE CRAFT. 



Ths carle lie came ^er die craft. 

And his beacd new shav'n ; 
He looked at me^ as he'd hem daft. 

The carle trows that I wad hae hira. 
Howt awa, I winoa hae him ! 

Na, forsooth* I winna hae himi 
Though his beard be new shaVp, 

Ne^ a bit will I hae him. 

A siller broach he gae me ndst, 

To festen on my curtchea nooke^ 
I wor't a wee .upon mv breast; 

But B6on, akilce^ the ton^e 6't crodked; 
And sae may his : I winna hae hhn, 

Na, forsooth, I winna hae him, 
Ane twice a bairn's a lass's jest, 

Sae ony fool for me may hae hioL 

The carle bas nae fiuilt but aae; 

For she has lands and ddlais plenty; 
But waes me for him] skin and bane 

Is no for a plump lass of twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him ! 

Na, forsooth, I winna hae him ! 
What signifies bis dirty riggs 

And cash« without a man wi' them* 

But shou'd my canker'd dadd^ gar 

Me tak him 'gainst my indioationy 
J wium the fumbler to beware, 

That antlers dinna claim their ^Cation. 
How.t awa, I winna hae him i 

Na, forsooth, I winna hae faSm ! 
Tm fleeM to crack the haly band, 

i3ae lawty says, I shou'd nae hae him. 
Bbi? 
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THIS JC4RLE HE CAM CEft THE CH^FT, 

JAMISfiOV. 

The doitit.tu]d oarie cam o'er tile orafti 
Wi' his auld bahrd newlin shaven ; 

He glowi\ at me as he had been daft} 
Th« caiie trow'd that I wad Ime hinit 

CHORUS. 

Jffout awd, I unnna hae him J 

Nd^ na, I winna hae him; 

The carleUfey to think that I 

WT d his gowd and gear wad hae hmif 

He whsdsled and hostit as he cam in, 
- Wi' hig auld baird newlin shavin ; 
'Syne wytit the reek and the frosty win', 
An' glowr't at me as I wa4 h^e him. 

Wi' welcome my minie bade him come ben, 
Wi' his aold beard newlin shaven : 

He hankirt him down Uke a clockm hen, 
And ieyret at me as I wad hae him. 

Hout awoy ic* 

^ He steer'd tiie ingle, an' dightit hH beik, 
Wi' his auld biurd newlin shaven ; 

Says, ^ Lassie wad ye a gudeman like, 
That lo'es you leal, gin ye wad iiae him* 
MofU aw(n, Sfp. 

" Wi' horses and sheep, an' owsen and kye^ 
An' cottar folk mail and kain to pay him,; 

And fouth and rowtb, and a heart, forby. 
As canty's a crick, gin ye wa4 ksf^ bimi 
ffout awa, Sf^j 
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** Wr a'^de ataae hoiMe» an' a paatiy boiiiy 
An chiel nor cbare to want them frao him ; , 

An^ hinifei' buth fdrie and crouse at e'en. 
To cuddle wi' you, gin ye wad hae him.** 
ffotU awa, 4^c, 

** G&e wa, ye dozent poor body, gae wa, 
Wi' your auld beard newlin shaven; 

Bl^ar'd, fiisionLess, fitless, and fey with a*. 
How can the daft carle bid me hae him ! 
HoMi awa^ S^c. 

Forsooth, threescore winna do for me, 

Wi' his auld beard newlin shaven; 
Auld gerrons they downa tx> labour lee, 

And a chiel roaun be stark or I hae him." 
fhut awGy i^c. 



THE CARJLE HE CAME O'ER THE CRAFT, 



The carle he came o'er the craft, 

Wi' his beard new shaven ; 
He look'd at me as he'd been daft, 

The carle trows that I wad hae him; > 
Me hae him, wha wad hae him? 
I wish I may be keepit frae him, 

^A widow wife that lives near by, 
Nlae lang sinsyne his leave did gie hiin, 

Yet he came bangin' ben the floor. 
As ane wad do in his condition, 

ISiiys, ** A gude dav, an' peace be here," 
Xopk out hi? ffml «»4 gied'l » nusfau^^l 
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fijrne locHdt owre the fire fa* cunning 
Fain wi' me he wad be funnin', 

Thinks I, Gudeman wha joins wi^ you^ 
They winna brag upo' their winnin*. 

Syne b^gan the courtin' tale, 

" My bonnie lass I'm glad to see you, 
Pm come to court you to myser, 

I dinna look for tocher wi' you; 
(afin ye be willin* — I am ready, 
ril maintain you like a lady ; 

Whan ither days are come and gane, 
Ye'll bear my bairns ca'in' me daddy* 

Set na me aff wi' a sham, ' 

And dinna say ye'r unprovidet-*^ ' 

My bonnie lass for you I cam, 

To grace my house an' rightly guide it 

I hae cows and ewes a plenty, 

Mailen fair, an ha' fu' canty. 
I've beds an' beddin' o' my ain. 

An' milk, an' meal, an* ilka dainty. 

A servant maid to you I'll hire, 
Twa gin ye may chance to need them ; 

To gae to market^ barn, an' byre. 
To milk your cows an' ewes an' feed them:'* 

Syne frae his pocket drew fu* cannie, 

A pair o' garters dic'd fu' bonnie. 
An ell o' ribbon red and blue. 

To buckle up my cockernonie**-* 

** Tak ye that my bonnie dow, 

I wat ye're hearty welcome to them; 
Ye'U gie me a kiss or twa, 

O sae weel's ye can be^w them."— 
I quietly wl' my mither spak o' 'im. 
Gin I e'en might rue and tak' him ! 
• For tho' the man was come in years, 
I thought it now a sin to vmk bim« 



^ Sit ye down an' nak ve fair. 

Bridal braws be proTidin*, 
Hatneart mak is best o' wear, 

Thae market things they hae nae bidin' ; 
Sark, an' cravat ye niaua gie hini} 
An' ay be couthie whan ye see him.; 

I hope by this day twenty days, 
To fee you fairly wedded wi' him," 



LASS Wr A LUMP <y LAND, 

BAifSAY* 

Gi'B'fiie a lass wi' a lump o' land. 

And we for life shall gang thegkber^ 
Tho' daft or wue, I'll never dezuandy 

Or blacky or fair, it makes na whether. 
I'm aff wi' wit) frnd beauty will fade, 

And blood a^ane is no worth a sfailHfig^ ' 
But fllie^at's rich, her market's made, 

For ilka charm about her is kitiing. 

Gi'e me a lass wi' a lump o' land, 

And In my bosom FlI hug my treasure; 
Gin I had ance her gear in my hand. 

Should love turn dow^ it will find pleasure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 

I hate wi' poortith, tho' bonnie, to meddle. 
Unless they bring cadi, or a lump o' land, 

Theyse ne'er get me to dance to their fiddle. 

There's meikle good love In bands and bags. 

And siller and gowd's a sweet complexion; 
But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags. 

Have tint the art of g^ning alTection : 
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks. 

And castles, and riggs, and muirs, and meadows^ 
And naething can catch our modern sparks 

But weel-tocher'd lasses, or jointur'd widows. 
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TULLOCHGORUM- 

aST. J. SKIirNSB. 

Come g^*8 a Mng the lad^ ciydy 
And lay your dkputei all aside, 
What sinufies't for folks to chide 

For mat's been done before them ? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree* 
Whig and Tory» Whk; and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory att agree, 

To drop their whigrnqsorum. 
Let Whie and T017 all agree. 
To spend the night with mirth and |^ee^ 
And i^ieerfu* sing alang wi' me 

The red of TiUlochgorunu 

Tullochgoram's my delight, 
It gan us a' in ane unite. 
And oay sumph that keeps up spitc^ 

In conscience I abhor him. 
Blythe and merry we's be a', 
Blythe and merry, blythe and merry, 
Blythe and menv we's be a'. 

And mak* a (jieerfu* quorum. 
' Blythe and merry we's be a'. 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, 
And dance, till we be like to fa'. 

The reel of Tullochgorum. 

There needs na' be sae great a phraise, 
Wi* dringing d^ll Italian lays, 
' I wadna gie our tin Stra^speys, 

For hdf a hundred score o'em. 
They're douff and dowie at the best, 
pouff and dowie, douif and dowie, 
Theji^re douff and dowie at the best, 

Wi* a' their variorum* 
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Thefn doqtf add dowie at the best. 
Their alle|ro8> and a' the rest. 
They canna please a Highland taster 
Conipar^d wi* Tullod^nmu 

Let warldly minds themselTes oppi'esa 
Wi' fear of want, and double cess. 
And silly sauls themsdves distress 

Wi* keeping up decorum. 
Shall we sae sour and sulky at. 
Sour and sulky, wuf and sulky. 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit. 

Like auld Philosophorum ? 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 
Wi' neither sense, nor mirth, nor w&^ 
And canna rise to shake a fit 

At the reel of Tullochgorum. 

May choicest blessings stfll attend 
Each honest hearted open friend. 
And calm and quiet be his end. 

And a' that's good watch o*er him ! 
May peace and plenty be his lot. 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 
Mav peace and plenty be his lot. 

And dainties a great store o* 'em ! 
May peace and plenty be hit lot, 
Unstain'd by any vicious blot i 
And may he never want a groat 

That's fond of Tullodigorum. 

But for the dirty, fawning fool. 
Who wants to be oppression's too!. 
May envy gnaw his rotten soul, 

And discontent devour him ! 
May dool and sorrow be his chance, 
Dool and sorrow, dool and sorrow. 
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May dool tmd torraw he hk clMiice» 

And honest souls abhor hhn ! 
May dool and sorrow be his chance* 
And a' the iUs that come frae Fnowe^ 
Whae'er he be that winna dance. 
The reel of Tullocbgorum i 



DAINTY DAVIE. 

PBB8IJIBNX roJiBsa. 

While fops in saft Italian verse. 

Ilk fair ane*s een and breast rehearse^ 

While sangs abound and sense is searcc^ 

These mies I have indited ; 
But neither darts nor arrows here, 
Venus nor Cnpid shall appear, 
And yet with these fine sounds I swear, 
Thd maidens are delighted. 
/ VMU ay teilmg yott. 
Lucky yimtty, iucky NrniMy^ 
AM tpringr w&d ding ike neWy 
Bui ye wad never irow me. 

Nor snaw with crimson will I bthx. 
To spread upon my lassie's cheeks; 
And syne th unmeaning name prefix, 

Miranda, Chloe, or Pbillis. 
I'll fetch nae simile frae Jove, 
My height of ecstasy to prove* 
Nor sighing — thus — ^present my love 

With roses eke and liliies. 
/ wot ay telling you^ Sfc, 

But stay — I had amaist forgot 
My mistress and my sang to byot. 
And that's an unco faut I wat; 
But Nahsy, 'tis nae matter. 
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Ye see I dink my verse wi' rhjraie. 
And ken ye, that atones the eri&ie ; 
Forby» how aweet my numbers chim^ 
And alkie away like water. 

Now ken, my reverend sonsie fair. 
Thy runkled cheeks and lysrt heir* 
Thy half shut een and boddliqg air. 

Are a* my passion's fuel. 
Nae skyrin gowk, my d«»r, can see. 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee; 
Yet thou hast charms anew for me. 
Then smile, and be na cruel. 

Leez we en ihy tnmwyjyow^ 

Lucky Nantyy lucky Nanty^ 

Dryest wood unU eUheit low^ 

And Nanty, sae wiUye now* 



TIBBIE I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 

EUANS. 

Tune—* InoefcaMt KeeL** 

O Tibbie ! I hae seen tiie day 

Ye wadna been sae shy; 
For lack o' gear ye lightly me, 

But ne'er a hair care I. 
Yestreen I met you on the moor. 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stoure; 
Ye geek at me because I'm poor. 

But ne'er a hair care I. 

O Tibbie ! I hae seen the day 
Ye wadna been sae shyj 
Vol. II. C c 



9M HUMOROUS t90NG9. 

For lack o* gear ye lightly me, 

But ne'er a hair care I. 
I doubt na, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o' clink, 
That ye can please me wi' a vink. 

Whene'er ye like to try. 

OTiblne! I hae seen the day 

Ye wadna been sae «hy; 
For lack o' gear ye lightly me, 

But ne'er a hair care I. 
But sorrow take hrni that's sae mean, 
Althoueh his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean. 

That looks sae proud and high. 

O Tibbie! I hae seen the day 

Ye wadna been sae shy ; 
For lack o' gear ye lightly me, 

But ne'er a hair care I. 
Although a lad were e'er sae smart. 
If he but want the yellow dirt, 
Ye'U cast your head anither airt. 

And answer him fu' dry. 

O Tibbie! I hae seen the day 

Ye wadna been sae shy; 
For lack o' gear ye lightly me, 

But ne'er a hair care I. 
But if he hae the name o' gear, 
Ye'll fasten to him like a brier. 
Though hardly he, for sense or lear. 

Be better than the kye. 

O Tibbie! I hae seen the day 

Ye wadna been sae shy; 
For lack o* gear ye lightly me. 

But ne'er a hair care I. 
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There lives a lass in yonder ftA, 
I wadna gie her in her sark 
For thee, wi' a' thy thousand maik; 
Thou needna look sae high. 



SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD. 

IVANB. 

WnuB Wastlb dwalt on Twflod, 

The spot they eaM it Linkomdoddie; 
WHlie was a wabster gudc, 

Cou*d stown a clue wi' ony bodte} 
He liad a wife was dour and din, 
O Tmkler Madg^e was her mither; 
Sie a Wife as WUUe had^ 
I wadna gien a button for her. 

She ha^ an e*e, she has but ane. 
The cat has twa the very colour; 

Five rusty teeth forbye a stump, 
A clapper tongue wad deave a miller ; 

A whiskia beard about her mou» 
Her nose and ehin they threaten ither; 
Sic a W\fe, ^. 

. Site's b<yw4iough*d, she's hein-sbin'd, - 

Ae Hmpin le^ a hand-breed shorter; 
Sbe\ twisted nghl^ she's twisted left» 

To balanjce fair in ilka quarter : 
She has a hump upon her breast. 
The twin o' that upon her shou^h^; 
^ a Wife, 4fc. 



Auld baudsam hy libe ingle ttto. 
An' wi' her loof her face a wasbin'; 

But WiUie'a wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzie wi' a faushioD^ 

Her wallie nieves like midden-creels, 
Her face wad fyle the Logan-water : 
Sic a Wife, $(?. 



MUIRLAND WILLIE. 

HBARKEif and I wiH teHyou how 

Young muu*land Willie came to woo, 

Tho* he cou'd neither «ay nor do; ' " ' 

The truth I tdl to you. 
But aye, he cries, Whate'er betide, 
Maggy I'te hae to be my bride, 
WUh afal, dal, ^c. 

On his gray yade, as he did ride^ 
Wi' durk and pistol by his side. 
He prick'd her on wi' meikle pride, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
Out o'er yon moss, out o*er yon muir. 
Till he came to her daddy's door. 
With afal, dal, ^c. 

Gudeman, quoch he, be ye widiin ? 
I'm ^come your dochter^s wve to win, 
I carena for making meikle din; 
What answer gie ye me ? 
Now, wooer, QUoth hi^ wou'd ye light dowo, 
ril gie je my dochter's love to win, 
WUh af<d, dal, ^c. 

Now, wooer, sin' ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye won, or in what town ? 
I think my dochter winna gloom, 
On sic a lad as ye. 
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The wooer he steppM up the hous^ 
And wow but he was wond'rous cnnise^ 

I hare three oxen in a pleugfa, 

Twa good gaun yades, and gear enough. 

The place they ca' it Cadeneugh ; 

I scorn to tell a lie : 
Besides, I hae firae the great laird, 
A peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard, 
With a fed, dd, ^e. 

The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
She, was the brawest in a* the town ; 
I wat on him she didna ^loom, 

But biinkit bonnilie^ 
The lover he ^tended up in haste. 
And gript her hard about the waist. 
With a fid, dal, ^e. 

To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o' gear; 
And for mysel* ye needna fear, 

Trowth try me whan ye like. 
He took affhis bonnet, and spat in his diow. 
He dightit his gsth, and he pne'd her mou'. 
With afal^ dot, ^c. 

The maiden Uush*d and bing'd fu* law, 
She hadna will to say him na. 
But to her daddy she left it a*. 

As they twa cou*d agree. 
The lover he gied her the titber kiss. 
Syne ra9 to her daddy, and tell'd him this, 
WUhafal,dal,^. 
Cc5 



Your doflfafier wadsa sav me iia» 

B\it to younel' abe'« Wt it a% 

As we couM 'gree between us twa; 

Sajr, what ye'U gie me wi' her? 
Now, wooer, quo' he, I hae na meikle. 
But nc's I hae ye's get a pickle, 
Wm afal, daly ^c, 

A kilnfu* of com I'll gie to thee. 
Three soums o' sheep, twa good milk kje, 
Ye's hae the wadding-dinner free ; 
Trowth I dow do nae mair. 
Content, quo' he, a bargain be't, 
I'm far frae hame, make haste, let's do't,. 
With afal, dal, ^c. 

The bridal day it came to pass, 
Wi' mony a blytbesome lad and lass; 
Biit sicken a day there never was, 
Sic mirth was never seen. 
This winsome couple straked hands. 
Mess John ty'd up the marriage bands, 
Wiih afal, dal, ^c 

And our bride's maidens were na few, 
Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blue, 
Frae tap to tae they were bra' new, > 
And blinkit bonnilie. 
, Their toys and mutches were sae clean, , 
The^ glanced in our lasses' een, 
WUh afaly dal, ^c. 

Sic; hirdum, dtrdum, and sic din, 
Wi' he o'er her, and she o'er him; 
The minstrels they did never blin*, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
And aye they bobit, and aye they beckt, 
, And aye their loofs thcgitlier met:, 
Wm afal, dal, ^c. 
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MAQGIE'S TOCHER. 

The meal was dear short syne. 

We buckled us a' thither; 
And Maggie was in her prime^ 

When WilUe made courtship till her, 
Twa pistols cbarg'd by guess* 

To gie the courting shot; 
And syne came ben Uie lass, 

Wi' swats drawn firae the butt. 
He first speir'd at the gudeman. 

And syne at Giles the mither* 
An' ye wad gie's a bit land. 

We'd buckle us e'en thegither. 

My dochter ye shall hae, 

I'll gie you her by the hand; 
But ril part wi' my wife, by my fae. 

Or I part wi* my land. 
Your tocher it sail be good, 

There's nane sail hae its maik. 
The lass bound in her snood. 

And Crumraie wha kens her stake : 
Wi' an auld bedding o' daes. 

Was left me by my mither. 
They're jet black o'er wi* flaes. 

Ye may cuddle in them thegither. 

Ye speak right weel, gudemav, 

But ye maun mend your hand. 
And think o' modesty, 

Gin ye'll no quit your land. 
We are but young, ye ken. 

And. now we're gaun thegither, 
A house is but and ben. 

And Crummie will want ker fothen 
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Hie bairns are coming on. 
And tbe/U cry, O their mither! 

We've neither pat nor pan, 
But four bare legs thither. 

Your tocher's be good enou^, 
' For that je needna fear, 

Twa good stilts to the pleugh, 

And ye yoursel' maun steer ; 
Ye sail faae twa guid pocks 

That once were o' the tweel. 
The tane to baud the groats, 

The tither to baud the meal : 
Wi' an auld kist made o' wands, 

And that sail be your cofier, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 

And that may baud your tocher, 

Condder weel, gudeman. 

We hae but barrow'd gear. 
The horse that I ride on 

Is Sandy Wilson's mare ; 
The saddle's nane o' my ain. 

And thae's but borroVd boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 
^ I maun tak to my coots; 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 

That gars me look sae crouse; 
Come, ml us a cogue o' swats. 

We'll mak nae mair toom roosc. 

I like you weel, young lad. 

For telling me sae plain, 
I married whan little I had 

O' gear that was my ain. 
But sin' that things are sae. 

The bride she maun come forth, 
Tho' a' the gear she'll hae 

'Twill be but little worth. 
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A bajism it maun be, 

Fye cry on Giles the mither; 
Content 901 1, quo' she, 

E'en gar the hizzie come hither. 

The bride she gaed to her bed. 

The bridegroom he came till her; 
The fiddler crap in at the fit. 

And they cuddlM it a' thegither. 
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SCORNFlf NANSY. 

Nanst's to die green wood gaae» 

To hear the gowdspink chatt'dog. 
And Willie be hw foUow'd her. 

To gun her le<re by flatt'iiog: 
But a' that he cou'd say or do, 

She^edt'd md soonied at him t 
And aye when he began to woo, 

She bade bim mmd wba gat faiok 

What ails ye at my dad, <]ttoth he. 

My minny, or my auntie? 
With crowdymoudy they fed me^ 

I>angkail and rantytanty : 
With bannocks of good barley-meal. 

Of thj»e there was right plenty. 
With chapped kail butter'd fu' weel; 

And was not that right dainty ? 

Althp' my daddy was nae laird, 

('Tis daffin to be vaunty,) 
He keepit ay a good kaH-yard, 

A ha'-house, and a pantry j 
A guid blue-bonnet on his head. 

An o'erlay 'bout his craigy; 
And aye until the day he died 

He radc on good sbanks-naigy. 
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Now wae and wonder on your moaty 

Wad ye hae bonnie Nansy ? 
Wad ye compare yoursel* to me, 

A docken to a tansy? 
I hae a Wooer o' my ain. 

They ca* him souple Sandy, 
And weel I wat his bonnie mou* 

Is sweet like sugar-candy. 

Wow, Nansy, what needs a* this din? 

Do I no ken this Sandy? 
Vm sure the chief o* a* his kin 

Was Rab the beggar randy; 
Ifis minny Me^ up? her bade 

Bare baith' hnn and his billy; 
Will ye compare a nasty pack 

To me your winsome Willie? 

My gutcher left a good braid swoi4, 

Tho' it be auld and rusty. 
Yet ye may tak it on my word. 

It is baith stout and trusty; 
And if I can but get it drawn, 

Which will be ri^ht uneasy, 
I shall lay baidi my lu^ in pawn. 

That he shall get a heezy. 

Then Nansy tum'd her round about. 

And said, Did Sandy hear y^ 
Ye wadna miss to get a clout; 

I ken he disna fear ye : 
Sae baud your tongue and say nae mmf% 

Set somewhere else your fancy; 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 

Ye pever shall get Nansy, 
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SLIGHTED NANST.* 

'Tifl I hae sev'n braw new gowns. 

And ither sev'n better to mak. 
And yet for a' my new gowns 

My wooer has tum'd his back. 
Besides I hae ser'n milk-kye, 

And Sandy he has but three ; 
And yet for a' my good kye 

The laddie winna hae me. 

My daddy's a delver o* dykes, 

My mither can card and spin, 
And I'm a fine fodgel lass. 

And the siller comes linkin in; 
The siller comes linkin in; 

And it's fu' fidr to see, 
And fifty times wow, O wow ! 

What ails the lads at me ? 

1¥henever our Bawt^ does bark. 

Then fast to the door I rin. 
To see sin ony young spark 

Will Tight and venture but in : 
But never a ane will come in, 

Tbo' mony a ane gaes b^. 
Syne far ben the house I nn. 

And a weary wight am I. 

When I was at my first prayers, 

I pra/d but ance in the year; 
I wifeh'd for a handsome young lad. 

And a lad wi' muckle gear. 

* From which is taken tlic popular English song of No- 
body coming to marry me. 
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When I was at my neist prayers, 
I pray'd bat now and than ; 

I fash*d na my head about gear. 
If I gat but a handsome young maD« 

But now when Pm at my last prayers, 

I pray on baith n%ht and day. 
And O ! if a beggar wad come. 

With that same beggar Vd gae. 
And O ! what will come o' me ! 

AndO! andwhat'UIdo? 
That sic a braw lassie as I 

Shou'd die for a wooer I trow. 



NORLAND JOCKEY. 

A Southland Jenny, that was right bonniet 
Had for a suitor a Norland Jobnie; 
But he was sicken a baahful wooer. 
That he cou*d scarcely speak unto her : 

mi blinks o' her beauty, and hopes o' ber siller^ 
Forc*d him at last to tell his mind till her. 
My dear, quoth he, we*U nae langer tarry. 
Gin ye can lo'e me, let's o'er the muir and marry. 

Come, come awa' then, my Norland laddie, 
Tho' we ganc neatly,, some are mair gaudy; 
And albeit I nave neither gowd nor money* 
Come, and I'll ware my beauty on thee. 

Ye lasses o' the south, ye're a' for dressing r 
Lasses o' the north mind milking and threshing: 
My minny wad be angry, and sae wad my daddy, 
Should I marry ane as dink as a lady; 

For I maun hae a wife that will rise i' the momiai^ 
Crudle a' the milk, and keep the house a' scoldjog. 
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Toolie vn* her nd'boun^ and learn at wj nnmiy^ 
A Norland Jockey man bae a Norland jenny. 

My father's only daughter, and twenty thousand pouad. 
Shall ne'er be bestow'd on sic a silly down ; 
For a' that I said was to try what was in ye« 
Gae hame, ye Norland Jock, and court your N^land 
Jenny. 



I HAD A HORSE. 

I HAD a horse, and I had nae mm, 

I gat him fi^e niy daddy. 
My purse was light, and my heart was sair. 

But my wit it was fu' ready. 
And sae I thought me oh a tmie, 

Outwittens of my daddy, 
To fee mysel' to a lowland laird, 

Wha had a bonnie lady« 

I wrote a letter, and thus began;' 

Madam, be not ofifended^ 
Fm o'er the lugs in love wi' you. 

And care not though ye kend it : 
For I get litde frae the laird. 

And far less frae my daddy. 
And I wad blythely be the man. 

Wad strive to please his lady* 

She read the letter and she leugfa. 

Ye needna been sae blate, man. 
You might hae come to me yoursel'. 

And tauld me o' your state, roan : 
You might hae come to me yoursel', 

Outwittens of ony body. 
And made John Goukstone of the lairi^ 

And kiss*d Im bonnie ladr. 
Vol. U. ' D d 
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Then she pat uller in my purse ; 

M'^e drank wine out o' a cogie. 
She fee*d a man to rub my horse. 

And wow but I was vogie ! 
But I gat ne'er sae sair a fleg, 

Since I came frae my daddy. 
The lurd came rap, rap to the yett, 

When I was wi' hb lady. 

Then she put me behmt a chair, 

And hap'd me wi' a plaidie. 
But I was like to swarf wi' fear, ' 

And wish'd me wi' my daddy. 
The laird gaed out, he saw na me, 

I gaed when I was ready : 
I promis'd, but I ne'er gaed back, 

To see his bonnie lady. 



WAP AT THE WIDOW, MY LADDIE. 

BAMBAY. 

Thb widow can bake, and the widow can brew. 
The widow can shape, and the widow can sew, . 
And mony braw thmgs the widow can do ; 

Then have at the widow, my laddie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late; 
To kiss her and clap her ye maunna be blate : 
Speak well and do better ; for that'd the best gate 

To win a young widow, my laddie. 

The widow she's youthfu', and never ae hair 
The waur of the wearing, and has a good skiur 
Of every thing lovely; sae's witty and fair. 

And nas a rich jointure, my laddie. 
What cou'd ye wish better your pleasure to crown. 
Than a widow the bonniest toast in the town, 
Wi* naething but draw in your stool and sit down. 

And sport wi* the widow, my laddie? 
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Then! till 'er and kill *et irf courtesy dead, 
Tho* stark love and kindness be a* ye can plead ; 
Be heartsome and airy, and hope to succeed 

Wi' a bonnie gay widow, my laddie. 
Strike iron while 'tis het, ^ye*d have it to wald. 
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld. 
But ruins the wooer that's thowless and cauld. 

Unfit for the widow, my laddie. 



%'»»%<^»»%i»%» 



JENNY BANG THE WEAVER, 

At Willy's wedding on the green. 

The la^es, bonnie witches 1 
Were a drest out in aprons dean. 

An' braw white Sunday mutches; 
Auld Magrie bade the lad tak tent, 

But Jc^ wou'd not believe her. 
But soon the fool his folly kent. 

For Jenny dang the weaver. 

For Jenny dang^ Jenny dang^ 

Jenny dang Ae weaver; 
Bid toon the fool his/oUy kent, 

For Jenny dang the weaver. 

At ilka country dance or reel, 

Wi' her he wou'd be bobbing; 
When she sat down, he sat down. 

And to her wou'd be gabbing : 
Where'er she gade, baitfa but an' ben. 

The coof wou'd never leave her, 
Aye kec^ling like a clodding hen. 

But Jenny dang the weaver. 
An* Jenny dang, ^, 

Quo' he. My lass, to speak my mind. 

In truth I needna swither, 
Ye've bonnie een, and if ye're kindj^ 

111 never seek anither ; 
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He hum'd andiiftw'd, the lass cried peugh ! 

An* bade the coof no deaye her : 
Syne snapt her fingers, lap an' leogh. 

An' dang the siDy weaver. 
AiC Jenny dangy ^c. 



WILLIE WAS A WANTON WAG. 

Willie was a wanton wag, 

The biythest lad that e°er 1 saw. 
At bridals stili he bore the brag, 

An' carried aye the gree awa'. 
His douUet was of Zetland shag, 

And wow ! but Willie he was braw. 
And at his shoulder hang a tag. 

That pleas'd the lasses best c^cT. 

He was a man in^thout a clag. 

His heart was frank without a ftiw ; 
And aye whatever Willie said, 

It still was hauden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 

When he went to the weaponschaw. 
Upon the green nane durst him brag. 

The ne'er a ane amang them a'. 

And was na Willie weel worth gowd? 

He wan the love o* great and sma' ; 
For after he the bride had kits'd. 

He kiss'd the lasses hale-sale a'. 
Sae merrily rmind the ring they row'd. 

When by the hand he led them a', . 
And smack on smack on them bestow'd, 

By virtue of a standing law. 
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And was na 1/^Ke a grcbt loun. 

As shyre a lick as e'er was seen; 
When he danc'd wi' the lasses roimd, 

llie bridegroom speir'd where he had been. 
Quoth Willie, I've been at the ring, 

Wi' bobbing, baith my shanks are sair;^ 
Gae ca' }'oiir bride and maidens in. 

For Willie he dow do nae main 

Then rest ye, Willie, I'll gae out, 

And for a wee fill up the ring. 
But, shame light on his souple snout. 

He wanted Willie's wanton fling. 
Then straught he to the bride did fare. 

Says, Weels me on 3'our bonnie face ; 
Wi' bobbing Willie's shanks are sair. 

And Fm come out to fill his place. 

Bridegroom, she says, ye*ll spoil the dance, 

And at the ring ye'U aye be lag, 
Unless like Willie ye advance : 

O ! Willie has a wanton leg ; 
For wi't he learns us a' to steer. 

And foremost aye bears up the ring| 
We will find nae sic dancing here. 

If we want Willie's wanton fling. 



WOO'D AN' MARRIED AN' A'. 

JVoo'd aiC married atC a', 
Wo6*d arC married atC a* ; 

And was na she very weel aff^ 
Was woo*d arC married an* d? 

The bride cam' out o' the byre. 
An' as she dighted her cheeks ! 

Sirs, I'm to be married the night, 
An' iias neither blankets nor sheets. 
J>d3 
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Has neither blanketB nor ilieets. 
Nor scarce a coveriet too ; 

The bride that has a' to borrow. 
Has e'en right m^le ado. 
Woo*d an* married^ ^c» 

Out spake the bride's father,. 
As he cam' in firae the pleugh : 

baud yer tongue, my dochter, 
And ye's get gear enough ; 

The stirk that stands f th*^ tether. 
And our bra' bawsint yade, 

Will carry ye hame your com. 
What wad ye be at, ye jade ?' 
Wa6*d «ie* married^ ^ 

Out spake the bride's mither. 
What d— 1 needs a' this pride : 

1 had nae a plack in my pouch 

That Bight I was a bride ; 
My gown was linsy-woolsy, 

And ne'er a sark ava ; 
An* ye hae ribbons an' buskins, 

Mae than ane or twa. 

Woo*d an* married^ SfC. 

What's the matter, quo' Willy, 

Tho* we be scant o' claes. 
We'll creep the nearer thegither. 

And w^li smore a' the flaes : 
Simmer is coming on, 

And we'll get teats tf woo. 
And we'll get a lass o' our ain. 

And she'll spin claiths anew. 
Woo* d ati married^ ^. 

Out spake the bride's brither. 
As he cam' in wi' the kye; 

Poor Willie had ne'er a ta'en ye. 
Had he kent ye as weel as I f 
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For 7»*rti imfth proad and auicr/ 

And no for a poor man's wife; 
Oin I canna get a better, 

Ise De*er tak ane i' my iife. 
Witsfd atC named f 4^^ 

Out spake the bride's sister, 

As she came in frae tile bjre; 
O j;in I were but married* 

It's a' that I desire : 
But we poor f ouk maun live nngle^ 

And do die best we can : 
I.dinna care what I diou'd want* 

Jjf i couM but pet a man. 
Woo*d an married, Sfc, 



MY LOVE SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET, 

My love 8he''8 but a lassie yet. 
My love she's but a lassie yet; 
We'll let her stand a year or twa. 
She'll no be half sae saucy yet 
I rue the day I sought her, O; 
J rue the day J sought her, 0| 
Wha gets her needna say he's woo'd. 
But he may say he's bought her, O^ 

The deil*s got n our lasses now ; 
The deii*8 got in our lasses now ; 
When ane. wad trow they scarce ken wba 
They really mak' us asses now«—- 
She was sae sour and dorty, O 
She was sae sour and dorty, O ; 
Whene'er I spak, she tum'd her back. 
And *n««r'dr-YeVe xnair than forty, Oi . 
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Sae si^ fhe looked and pdwky too f 
Sae slee she look'd and pawky too I 
" Tho* crouse a field I gaed to woo, 
I'm hame come baxk a gawky now [ 
I rue the day I sought her, 0.; 
I rue the day I sought her, O ; 
Wha gets her needna say he's woo'd. 
But he may swear he's bought her, O. 



ROB'S JOCK. 

Rds's Jock cam' to woo our Jenny; 

On ae feast day when we were fou ; 
She brankit fast, and made her bonnie, 

And said, Jock, come ye here to woo? 

She burnist her, baith breast and brow. 
And made her clear as ony clock ; 
. Theu spak her dame, and said, I trow - 
Ye come to woo our Jenny, Jodc. 

Jock said, forsmth, I yem iu' fain. 

Gin ye wad let, to sit down by you : 
Then spak her minny, and said again. 

My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 

Teiue ! quo Jenny, kdk, kdk, I see you; 
Minny, yon man maks but a modt. 

Beshrew the liar, fa leis me o' you, 
I come to woo your Jenny, quo Jock. 

My bairn has tocher of her ain : 
A guse, a^yce, a cock and hen, 

A stiric, a staig, an' foot breed sawin, 
A bake-bread and a bannock-stane^ 
A pig, a pot, and a kirn there-ben, 

A kame but and a kaming stock ; 
With cogs and lusgies nine or ten : 

Come ye to woo our Jenny,- Jock ? 
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A wecht, a pect-cneely md a cradle, 

A pair of eUps, a graip, a flail, • 
An ark, an amtny, and a laidle^ 

A mfliie^ and a wywen^fMai^ 

A ronstjr whittle to shear the kail. 
And a timber-mell the bear to knock, 

Twa sheMs made of an auld fir-dale: 
Coqie ye to woo our Jenny, Jock I 

A furm, a furlet, and a pe£k» 

A rock, a veel» and a wbeel-bandp 
A tub, aterow* and a «eck, 

A •purtle4Mraid, and an elwand. 

Then Jock took Jennr by the hand. 
And cry'd a feast, and slew a cock, 

And made a bridal upo' land. 
Now I hae got your Jenny, quo' Jock. 

Now dame, I have your dochter married. 
And tho' ye mak* it ne'er sae rough, 

I}et you wit she's nae miscarried. 
It's well kend I hae gear enou^ : 
An auld gawd gloyd fell owre a heugh, 

A spade, a speet, a tf>ur, a sock : 
Witkouten owsen 1 have a pleugh : 

May that m> ser your Jenny, quo' Jock ? 

A timmer plate, a ram-horn spoon, 

Twa bits of barket blasint leather, 
A' graith that ganes to coble shoon. 

And a thrswcruck to twjrne a teatfaer. 

Twa crocks that moup among the heather, ' 
A pair of branks and a ^stter lock, 

A teiigh purse made of a swine^s Uether, 
To baud your tocher Jenny, quo' Jock. 

Good elding for our winter fire, 

A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 
A rake of iron to claut the byre^ 

A deuk about the dubs to paddJe; 
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The pannel of aa taM led «MlcUe, 
And Rob my eem hecht oie a stockt 

Twa lusty lips to lick a laidle. 
May this no gane your Jenny, quo* Jodt ? 

A pair of hems and brechom fine. 

And without bitts a bridle renzie» 
A sark made of the linkome-twine, 

A ^rey green cloke that will not stenzie; 

Mair yet in store— I needoa §aane. 
Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock; 

And are not thae a wakrife inenzie. 
To gae to bed with Jenny and Jock ? 

Tak thir for my part of the feast. 

It is well known I am weel bodin i 
Ye needna say my part is least. 

Were they as meikle as they're lodin. 

The wife speerM gin the kail was sKxfin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brok ; 

The roast was teugh, sae were they boden^ 
Syne gaed thegither Jenny and Jodc. 



PATIE'S WEDDING. 

As Patie cam^ up frae the glen, 
Driving bis wethers before l^m. 

He met bounie Meg ganging hame, 
Her beauty was like for to smore hiiv. 

dinna ye ken, bonnie Meg, 

That you and Fs gaun to be married? 

1 rather had broken my leg. 

Before sic a bargain miscarried. 

Na, Patie; O wha's tell'd you that ? 

I think that o' news theyVe been scantjr> 
That I should be married sae soon. 

Or yet should hae been sae flaoty. 
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I winna be married the year. 

Suppose I w«9*e courted by twenty ; 
Sae, Patie, ye need nae mair spier. 

For weel a wat I dinna want ye. 

Now, Maggy, what mak's ye sae ske^h ? 

I8*t *cause that I hae na a mailen? 
The lad that has plenty o' gear 

Need ne'er want a hauf nor a hale ane. 
My dad has a gade grey mare^ 

And yours has twa cows and a filly. 
And that will be plenty o' gear, 

Sae, Maggy, be na sae ill-wiliy. 

Indeed, Patie, I dinna ken. 

But first ye maun spier at my daddy ; 
Ye're as weel bom as I, 

And I canna say but Vm ready : 
There's plenty o' yarn on the clues. 

To mak' me a coat and a jimpy. 
And plaiden eneugh to be trews, 

Gir I get ye, la^ I shanna scrimp ye. 

Now fair fa' ye, my bonny Meg, 
Come let a wee smacky fa' on thee ; 

May my neck be as lang as my leg. 
If I be an ill husband unto thee ; 

Gae gang your ways hame e'now, 

' MSk* r»dy gin this day fifteen days, 

And tellyour fiither the news. 
That ril be his son in great kindness. 

It was nae lang after that, 

Wha cam* to our biggiag but Patic, 
Weel drest in a braw new coat, 

And wow but he thought himsel' pretty; 
His bonnet was little frae new. 

In it was a loop and a slitty. 
To tie wi' a ribbon sae blue, 

To bab at the neck o' his coaty» 
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Then Patie cam' in ni' a iten', 

SaM# Peace be here to the bigging. 
You're weloofne, quo' WiUiaro, eome beo. 

Or I wish it naf me frae the nggiBg; 
Now draw in your seat and sit down, 

And telFs a your news in a hurry. 
And haste ye, Mqg, and be done. 

And faing on the pan wi* the berry. 

Qao' Patie, my news is nae thrang; 

Yestreen I was wi* his honour; 
I've ta'en three rigs o^ braw land, 

And hae bound mysel' under a bonor : 
And now my errand to you 

Is for Maggy to help me to labour : 
I think ye maun gi'es the best cow. 

Because that our hauden's but sober. 

Weel, now lor to help ye through, 

111 be at the cost <r the bridal ; 
Fie cut the craig o' the ewe. 

That had amaist died o' the side-ill ; 
And that wUl be plentv o' br«;e, 

Sae lang as our well is nae reisted. 
To a' the gude neighbours and we, 

And I think we'U no be that ill feasted* 

Quo' Patie, O that'll do weel. 

And I'll gie you brose i' the monmig, 
O' kail that was made yestreen. 

For I like them best in the forenoooL 
Sae Tam, the piper did play. 

And ilka ane danc'd that was willing. 
And a' the lave they ranked throuch. 

And they held the stoupy aye filling. 

The auld wives sat and they cfaew'd ; 

And when that the carles g^ew nappy. 
They danc'd as weel as they dow'd, 

Wi* a crack o' then* thumbs, and a kappif. 
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The lad that wore the white band, 
I t|;nnk they ea'd him Jdmie Mather, 

And be todk the bride by the hand. 
And eiy*d to play up Maggie Lauder« 



JENNrg BAWBEE, 

I MET four cliaps yon birks amang, 
Wi' banging lugs and faces la«g : 
I spier*d'at neibour Bauldy Strang, 

What are they these we see ^ 
Quotli he, 'ilk crfeatti-fat*d pawky chiel' 
Thinks himsel' cuimih* as the deil, ' 
And heret hey come awa' to steal 

Jenny's bawbee. 

The first, a captain to his trade, 
Wi' ill lin*d scull, and b6ck weel clad, 
March'd .round the barn and by the shed. 

And pappcd on his knee : 
Quoth he, my goddess, nyaFn|)h, and queen, 
Your beauty's dazzled bmth my een I 
Tho' ne'er a beauty he had seen 

But Jenny's bawbee. - 

A Norland laird Beist trotted up, 
- Wi' bawsent naig and sillei^ whip i 
Cried^ Hete's my horse, lad, baud the grup. 

Of tie him to a triee. '^ 

What's gowd to me? I've walth o* Ian*— 
Bestow oii an^ o* worth yotf ban*. * 
He thought to pay what Se was awn 

Wi' Jenny's Bawbee. 
«« - . ■ 'J 
A lawyer neist, wi' bleth'rin rab, 
And speechitf wovd fik#')oiky'?ab.; 
O' ilk kmhfcdtw^e irnkm^dsib^^ . 

Vol. II. ' JJf»< v;;-;rni ,i flji^i.., j.:. ,^ 



S26 HUMOROUS SONGS. 

Accounts lie ow*d through a* the town,* 
And tradesmen's tongues nae maor coi^d drown; 
But now he thought to dout his gown 
Wi* Jenny's bawbee. 

Quite spruce, just frae the washin' tubs, 
A fool cam' neist, but life has rubs ; 
Foul were the roads, and fu' the dubs. 

And sair besmear'd was he: 
He danc'd up, souintin' through a glass, 
And grinn'd, I* feith a'bonnie lass. ^ 
He thought to win, wi' front o' brass, 

Jenny's bawbee. 

She bade the laird gaekaim his wig. 
The sodger not to strut sae big. 
The lawyer not to be a prig ; 

The fool he cried, " Tee4iee ! 
I kend that I could never fail;" 
But she prinn'd the dishclout to his tail. 
And coord him wi* a water-pwl, 
' And kept her bawbee. 

Then Johnie cam', a lad o' sens^ 
Altho' he had na mpny pence; 
And took young Jenny to the spence, 
Wi' her to crack a wee. 
^ r^Jo^nie was a clever chiel', 
^Sfi&e his .suit he press'd sae wed, 
*^1feSjenny's heart grew saft as jed. 
And she birlM her bawbee. 



SONG. 

I've a bonnie bit fiu^ o* mine ain» 
Bodie com6 here nae mair to woo; 

rm genlie and jimp, and wed may be vain ; 
Sae bodi^ crye think f 11 many you ? 
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Vve twa een as black as a slae, 
Bodie, come here nae mair to woo ; ' 

Fve twa chedcs like pinks on the brae; 
Sae bedie d'ye think I'll marry you ? 

I've a wee mouthie ye shall never kiss, 

Bodie, come here nae mair to woo ; 
On ilka cheek dimples as deep as you'd wiss ; 

Sae bodie, d'ye think I'll marry you? 
I've a bonnie black mole on my chin, 

Bodie, come here nae mair to woo; 
Like ink is the drap, like paper my skin, 

Auld bodie, d'ye think I'll marry you ? 

I've a wee foot, it has music in't, 
Bodi^ come here nae mair to woo ; 

In tripping the green it's never hehint ; 
Sae bo(he, d'ye think I'll marry you ? 

I can sing ; — auld bodie gae back, 
Bodie come here nae mair to woo ; 

Fve, atweel, my market to mak*, 

. But bodie I'se neer be bought by you. 



%%%%^>»i^i»%% 



NEIL M'ICREEMAN, 

Kiel M'Kreeman's a br&yr Highland piper. 

As e'er in te Highlands were porn. 
An' weel does him like a fu' picker," 

An clean can him trink but him's horn; 
Him's fater was Tou^ M^reeman, 

MTavish's priter-m-law, 
Him's miter was sister to Simon, 

Wha ne'er iirae him's panner could fa'. 

Heigh doodle, dil doodle, lU doodle, 
Eigh keghin dil doodle lU la / 

Til Mam, ill dillam, turn roodle. 
Heigh kt^lutn, dil dudam turn /tf . 
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Hira's gran' fater's fater iwas Tanie,. , .1 

Wha play'd to great Lord Allan Grange^ 
Him's roitet^i. gran' fater was Sawney^ . 

Wha cam frae M*Kenzie''s gran' range ; 
M*Kenzie's a braw gallant Soger, 

An* tat a* the world can tdl, 
Tere ne'er were ten dans turst inyade her. 

Or Tuncan would turk her himser. 
E^igh doodle, • Sfc^ 

Neil might ha* had plenty o* siller, 

Had he pla/d weel, an' never grow'd fii'; 
But they prought ay sae mony shills till her. 
That she'd trink till she's trunk as a sow : 
f Syne she no could play Gillie Ciallura, 
Till Angus would tance owre a swort ; 
Then she'd trink at ejfll yill till she'd swalllna. 
An* sing till she'd no speak one wort. * 
Heigh doodle^ Sfc^ 

Tere*8 IVfKenzie, MTherson, M^Kreemain, 

If you heard them but gather the clans. 
You'd think, when you'll- hear them beginnin*^ 

The tevil was into their trons : , 
The Irish can play naething till *em. 

At pibroch, at reel, or strathspey. 
Their pags, whan they liket to fill 'em> 

Would play for twa halfs o* a tay» 
Heigh doodle, ^c^ 

The warld's a set o* pagpiper^ 

Wha's pags aye play best when they're fu", 
IVe heard that the man's in't ware players. 

But pipers is something that*s new ; 
Lang life to the frien's o* braid Scotland* 

Her enemies a' to the deil. 
An* here's to the king an' te piper^ 

MTherson, M'Kenzie, an' Neil. 
Heigh doodlcy <Jc. 
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TIBBY FOWLER. 

(OU Wordt,) 

TiBBY Fowler o* the glen. 

There's o'er raoay wooiag at her ; 

Tibby Fowler o* the glen. 
There's o'er mony wooing at her. 

CHORUS. 

Wooing at her^ pmng at her, 

Courtin* at her, carma get her ; 
FUthv elf, its for her pelf , 

That a* the ladt are toooing at her. 

Ten came east, and ten came west, 

• Ten came rowing owre the water ; 
Xwa came down the lang dyke-side ; 
There's twa an' thirty wooing at her. 
Wooing at her, ^ 

There's seven but, end sevenben. 

Seven in the pantry wi' her; 
Twenty head about the door. 

There's ane an* forty wooing at her. 
Wooing at her, S^c^ 

She's got pendles in her lugs, 

Cockle shells wad set her better : ^ j: „ 

Hdgh heel'd shoon, an' siller tags, ^"'^- 

hx^ a' the lads are wooing at her* 
Wooing at her, ^c. 

Be a lassie e'er sae blacky 

An' she hae the name o' siller. 
Set her upo' Tintock tap, 

The win' will Uaw a man till her. 
Wooing at her, S^c. 
£ e? 
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Be a lassie ne'er sae fuir, 
An' she want the pennie siller^ 

Aflie may fell her i' the air, 
Before a man. be cven'd till her» 
Wooing at beVy S^c, 



TIBBY FOWLER. 

Thj? brankit lairds o' Gallowa', 
The hodden breeks o' Annan water^ 

The bonnets bloe o' f^r Nithsdale, 
Are yont the ballen \rooing at her. 

• Tvveedshaw's tarry neive&are here, 

Brakshaw gabs frae Mofikt water ; « 
An' half the thieves o' Aanandale^ 
Are come to steal her gear> and daut hen. 

} mind her weel in' plaiden gown^ 
Afore she got her uncle's cofiec; 

The gleds might peck'd her yont the dyke. 
Before the lads wad shored them aif her^ 

Now she's got a bawsent cowte, 
Graithing sew'd wi' thread o" siller. 

Silken sonks to baud her doup. 
An' half the kintra's trystin till her. 

Sour plumbs are gude wi' sugar bak'd — 
Slaes are sweet wi' kames o* hinnic ; 

The bowltest carlin i'.the laqd, 

Gowd can make her straught an' bonnie; 

I wadna gie the rosie lips, 

Wi' breath like mixied milk an'^ hinnie^ 
Which i* the gloaming.d^l kist. 

For Tibby wi' a mine o' monie. 
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I wadna gie the hafiet \ocks, 

Wi*. blabs o' dew sae richly drapping ; 
Which lay yestreen upon my breast, 

For Tibby wi' ha lady happing. 



LASS GIN YE LO*E ME TElL ME NOW. 

I HAE laid a herring in .saut. 
Lass gin ye lo'e me tell me how I . 
I hae brew'd a forpet o'maut. 
An' I canna coma ilka day to wooL 
I hae a calf will soon be a cow, 
Lass gin ye lo*e me tell me now I 
I hae a pig will soon be a sow. 
An' I canna come ilka day to woo. 

IVe a house on yonder muii^ 

Lass gin ye lo'e me tell me now! 

Three sparrows may dance upon this ffoor. 

An' I canna come Uka day to woo» 

I hae a but, an' I hae a ben. 

Lass gin ye lo'e me tell me nov/ ! 

I hae tfiree chickens an' ti fet hen, 

An' I canna come ony mair to woo. 

I've a hen wi' a happity ieg, 

hass gin ye lo^e me tak' meJouow ! 

WMdi ilka day lays me an eggt 

An' I canna come ilka day to woo.. 

I hae a kebbuck upon my aheU', - - ' 

Ltds gb ye We me tak' me now I : ; .. . 

I downa eat it a' myself; . 

An' I winna come ony mair ta woo^ 
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THE KEBBUCKSTON WEDDINQ. 

Written to an anderU Highland air. 

TANNAUnX. 

AuLD Watty o' Kebbuckston brae, 

Wi* lear an' reacHng o' beuks aidd-farren, 
What think ye ! the body cam' owre the day, 
An' tauld us he's oaun to be married to Mirren. 

We a' got a bidding, ^ 

To ^ang to the wedding, 
Baith Johme an' Sandy, an' Nelly an' Nanny; 

An' Tarn o' the Knowes, 

He swears an' he vows, 
At the dancing he'll &ce^to the bride wi' his grannie. 

A' the lads hae trysted their joes, 

Slee Willy cam* up an' ca'd on Nelly: 
Altho' she was hecht to Geordie Bowse, 
She's gi'en him the gunk an' she's gaun wi' Willy. 

Wee collier Johnie 

Has yocket his pony, 
And's aff to the town K)r a lading o' nappy, 

Wi' fouth o' good meat, 

To serve us to eat> 
Sae wi' fuddling an' feasting we'll a' be fu' happy. 

Wee Patie Brydie's to say the grace. 

The body's aye ready at.dreqgies an' weddings. 
An' Flunkie M*Fee o' the ISkiverton place, 
Is chosen to scuttle the pies and the puddings. 

For there'll be pleaty 

O' ilka thins dainty, 
Baith lang kail an' oa^ an' ev*r7 thing fitting, 

Wi' iujigies 0* beer, 

Our wizzens to dear, 
Sae the de^il fill his kyte wha gaes dxaag frae the 
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Lowrie has caft Gibbie Cameron's gun, . / r 

Th«^tbi^«4id gutcher bore when hip fgllowM PFince 
Charlie, ,.. 

The barrel was roustet as black as the grun^ 

But he's taen't tp the smiddy and's fettl'd it iarely. ^ 
Wi* wallets o' pouther. 
His musket he'll shouther. 
Am' ride at oiu* head, to the bride's a' parading, 
At ilka farm town 
He'll fire them three "roun*. 
Till the hale kintra ring wi' the Kebbuckston Weddmg* 

Jamie an' Johnie maun ride the brouse. 

For few like thein can sit in the saddle; 
An' Willy Cobreath, the best o' bows, 
Is trysted to jig in the bam w? his fiddle. 

Wi' whisking an' flisking, 

An' reeling an' wheeling, 
The young anes are like to loup out o' the body».. 

An' Neelie M*Nairn, 

Tho' sair forfairn, * 

He vows that he'll Wallop twa sets wi' the howdie. 

Sauney M'Nab wi' his tartan trews, ^ 

Has hecht tp come do^n in the midst o' the caper, 
Xn' gi'e us three wallop^ o' merry shantrews, 

Wi' the true Highland fling o' Macrimmbn the piper. 

Sic hipping an skipping, 

An' springing an' flinging, 
I'se wad that there nane in the. Lallands can wafTit ! 

An' Willy maun fiddle. 

An' jirgum an' diddle, 
An' screed till the sweat fa' in beads frae his haf&t. 

Then gi'e me your hand, my trusty good frien*. 
An' gi'e me your word, my worthy auld kimroer, 

Ye'Il bwth come owre on Friday bedeen, 
An' join us in ranting an' tooming the tiinmer* 
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Wi* fouth o* good li<]uor. 

We'll haiid at the bicker. 
An* lai^ may the mailing o' Kebbuckston flourish. 

For Watty's sae free. 

Between you an' me, 
Tse wanrant he's bidden the hal£ o' the paris^. 



SONG. 

My father has forty good shillings. 

Ha! ha! good shillings ! 
And never had daughter but I ! 
My mother she is right willing. 

Ha ! ha ! right willing. 
That I shall have all when they die. 

And I wonder when I'll be marry'd, 

Ha ! ha ! be manyd ! 
My beauty begins to dec^y; 
It's time to catch hold of somebody. 

Ah ! somebody ! 
Before it be all run away. 
And I wonder when I'll be marry'd. 

My shoes they are at the mending. 
My buckles they are in the chest ; 

My stockings are ready for sending : • 
Then Fll be as brave as the rest. 
And I wonder, &c. 

My father will buy me a ladle, 

At my wedding we'll have a good song ; 
For my uncle will buy me a cradle. 

To rock my child in when it's young. 
And I wonder, &c. 
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TWAS AT THE SHINING MID-DAY HOUR, 

*TwAs at the shining mid-day. hour, 

When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger niggM at Watty's breast. 

And the poor lad grew faint. 
His face was like a bacon ham, 

That lang in reek had hung, . ; 

And horn-hard was his tawny hand. 

That lield the hazel rung. 

Sae wad the saftest face aopear, 

O' the maist dressy sparJc, 
And sic the hands that lords wad hae, 

Were they kept dose at wark. 
His head was like a he^th'ry bush . 

Beneath his bpriiiel blue. 
On his braid cheeks frae lug to lug, 

His bairdy bristle's grew. 

But hunger^ like a gnawing worm^ 

Gade Tumbling thro' his kyte, 
Ajid naething now but solid gear 

Could give his heart delyte. 
He to the kitchen ran with speed. 

To his lov^d Madge he ran. 
Sunk down into the chimney nook. 

With yisage sour and wan* 

Get up, he cries, my creashy love, 

Support mv sinking saul. 
With sometmng that is fit to chew, ' 
• Be't 0ther het or catal. 
This is the how and hungry hmir» 

When the best curcft £r gruf 
Are cog-foil's o' thy lythie »uJ> 

And a good junt of beef. 
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Oh Watty, Watty, Madge replies, 

• I ^Si ^ ■ ^r i^^^^y trowed 
" Your love was thowless, and that ye 
For cakes and pudding woo'd. 
Bethink thee, Watty, on that night. 

Whan all were fast asleep. 
How' ye kiss'd me frae cheek to cheeky 
Now leave these cheeks to dreep. 

How cou'd ye ca' my hurdies fat, ' 

And edtnfort of your si^ ? *- 

Hdw could ye-roose-Q^y dimpled hand,- 

Now all my dimples slight ? 
Why did you promise me a«no6d, 

To bind my locks sae brown ? 
Why did you me finegarters'tteeht. 

Yet let my hose fa' down, 

O faithless l^atty. thin3k how oft /" ' 

I've men't ydiir sarks and hose. 
For yoii how mony bannocks stbwn. 

How mony cojgs of brose.' 
But hark — the kail bell rings, and I ,^ 

M^uiFgaeiihk affthepbtf '■ . - 

Come see,' you bash, how sair I sweaty 

To stedi your gate, ye soU 

The grace was said, the master served^ ; 

Fat Madge retum'd again,' 
Blythe^Watly raise and rax'cl himser> 

And fidg'd, Jbe was sae fain. 
He hied him to the savoury bench« 

Where a- warm. ha^s stoo^, ' 
And gait'his gully thro' the bag,. ' 

Let out its fat heu't'f blood. \ * 

And thrice he cried, Come eat, dear Madge 
Of thi^MjtelWwErrfere^'* - - ^ ,: .rry 

Syne claw^te afiP most dewly, 
Till he ^ioidd'eat ttttd'^xnair^ >• ' > /: V 
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SONG. 



Get up, gudewyfe, don on your claise, 

And to tbe market make you boun, 
*Tis lang tyoe sin* your neighbours raise. 

They're weel nye gotten to the town : 
See you don on your better gown. 

And gar the lass big on the ^e; 
Dame, do not look as ye wad frown. 

But do tbe thing whUk I desyrc 

I specr vrbai haist ye liae, gudeman ? 

Your mither staid till ye were bom^ 
Wad ye be at the tother cann» 

To scour your throat so sune this morn ? 
Glide faith, I baud it but a scorn^ 

That ye sud wT my rising mel ; 
For when ye have baith said and sworn, 

He do but what I like mysel*. 

^Gudewyfe we maun needs hae a care 

Sae lang's we wun in neighbours' raw, 
•On neighbourhood to tak" a share^ 

And rise up when the cock does craw; 
jFor I have heard an auid said saw. 

They that rise last big on the fyre — 
What wind or weather so ever blaw, 

Dame, do the thing whilk I desyre^ 

Nay, what do you talk of neiglibourhood, 

Gif I-Iigln ray bed till noon? 
By nae man's shins I bake my bread, 

And ye need not reck what I hae done; 
Nay, leuk to th' clouting o' yer shoon. 

And with my rising do not mel, 
Eor gin ye lig baith sheets aboon, 

He do but what I will mysel', 
Vot.IL Ff ts 
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Gudewyfe, we maun needs tak* a care, - 

To save the geer that we hae wun, 
Or Ivy awa baith plough and carr. 

And hang up Ring* when all is done^ 
Then mav our bairns a begging ruif , 

To ie&a their mister in the myre. 
So fair a thread as we hae spun — 

Dame do the thing that I require. 

Gudeman, ye may yreel a begging gang. 

Ye seem sae weel to bear the pock. 
Ye may as weel gang sune as syne, 

To seek your meat amang gude folk ? 
In ilka house ye'se set a lo^, 

lyhen ye cpme whar yer gossips dwell :— 
Nay, )o ybu leuk sae like a goak, 

lie do but what I list myseF. 

Gudewyfe, ye proinis'd yfken we were wed^ 

That ▼€ wad me truly obey. 
Mess John can withess ^htti ye said. 

And lie go fetch him in this day; 
And gif that haly man mW s^y, 

Ye'se do the thing that I desyre, 
Then sal w^e sune end up this fray; 

Dame do the thing that I require. 

I nowthe^ eare far John nor Jaek, 
^ He tak' my lebure at myne ease, 

I care pot what ye sav a plac|j:, 

You may go fetch him gin ye please ; 
And gin y^ yrant aoe of 9 piea^e, 

Yoii mi^y e'ep fetch the deel in hell; 
Nay, I. wad ye wad let your japin Q£m^ 

tot lie do hut ^hat I like mysel'* 
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Wed; tia* k will ntt better b^, 

He tak' my share or a' be gatte; 
The warst card iii my haad sal flee, 

And, fihith, i wat I can shift for aiie: 
He sel the plew, and lay to wad the waine. 

And the greatest spender sal bear the bell ; 
And then, when a* the goods are gane, 

Oame^ do the thing ye list yoursel*. 



ROBIN^S COUtttSlitf. 

FAOM head's collection. 

** How long have I a bachelor beenl^ 

This twa and twenty year. 
How aft hae I a wooing gane. 

Though I cam* never the tiewf? 

** For Nannie she says» she winda hm me, 

I look so like a clown; 
But, by my sooth ! Tm as gude as hersei' } 

Sae Tse ne'er fash my thumb. 

^ She says, if I could loup ^d dance 

As Tarn the miller can, 
Or cut a caper like the taylor, 

She would like me than. 

•* By my word, it's daffin to He; 

For I was ne'er sae nimble ; 
The taylor he has naething to mind. 

But his bodkin, shears, and thimble. 

** And how do ve do my little wee Nan, , 
My lamb and sUbberkin tnoiise? 

And how does your father and mother do, 
And a' the gude fowk f the house ? 
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^ ] think nae shame to show mj shapes; 

Nae doubt ye guess my errand; 
And ye maun gang wi' me, fiur maid"— 
** To marry you» sir, Tse warrand. 

** But matm belangs to the king himsel', 

And no to a kintra clown ; 
Ye might hae said, ' wi*^ your leave, fair maid. 

And latten your maun alane.' ** 

*' O see but how she mocks me now : 

She scofis me^ and does scorn ; 
The man that marries you, fair maid. 

Maun rise right soon i' the mom. 

** But fare ye weel, an* e'ens ye Hke, 

For I can get anither." 
He lap on his horse at the back o' the dyke. 

And gade hame to tell his mither. 

When Nan saw that, she wadoa wait. 

But she has ta'en the taylor; 
For, when a lass sets the fad she likes, 

'Tis better far than siller. 
But when he heard that Nannie was tint. 

As he sat on yon knowe ; 
He ruggit his hair, he blubbert and grat. 

And to a stane daddit his pow. 
His mither cam' out, and wi' the dishdout 

She daddit about his mou\* 
The diel's i' the chiel ! I think he's gane daft ; 

Get up ye blubbering sow. 



I WISH MY LOVE WERE IN A MIRE. 

JAMIESON. 

The warld has cross aneuch o' will; 

What de'il needj love to malt' it raair ? 
To gnaw and pine, an' plague folk still,, 

An'^ wear their lives out till a hair I 
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Bin' I h/ed^ black has been my fa'; 

But soQth it's time to smoor the fir^ 
Whan We remains, an' hope's awa— 

I wish my love were in a mire 1 

T6 sa^ Avt ^rsten the ke-kng di^. 

To toss an' tumble out the nignt: 
To grow as weak's a windle-strae — 

As green as ^hey-^-as thin's a i^eeht; 
To lo*6 till a' aoe^ spunk is out. 

Syne get the fuel but the fire-^ 
Shame fa' bis silly head wad do^t; 

I loor. my Ji6ve wdfe in s mirife 



WHAT AILS THE LASSES AT ME. 

I AM a young bachelor winsome, 

A farmer by iiihk and d^ree, 
And feW I see ga^ out mair handsome^ 

To kirk or to market than me* 
I've outsight, and insight, and credit, 

Axkd fraeony eelfft Vm £reks 
I'm weel enongh boards and bedded; 

What ails a' the iassei at me? 

My bughts of good store are no scanty^ 

My byres are weel stocked wi' kye. 
Of meal i' my gimeis is plenty. 

An' twa or three easments forby* 
An horse to ride out when they're wearie. 

An' ooek with the best* they can see. 
An' then be ca'd dawtie and dearie; 

I feirliewhat ails them at me. 

Behind b^cks, afore folk I've woo'd them. 
And a' the gates o't that I ken. 

And when they leu^h on me I trow'd them. 
And Iboti^t I had won, but what that; 
Ff5 
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When I speak e£ matters they jmimble^ 
Nor are eoDdescendii^ and free, 

But at ray proposals ay stumble; 
I wonder what ails tb&B at me. 

I've try'd them baith highland aod lowland. 

Where I a good bargain could see» 
But nane o' them fand I wad &U in, 

Or say they wad buckle wi' me. 
Wi* jooks an* wi' scrapes rv^address'd them. 

Been wi' them batth modest andlree*; 
But whatever way I caress'd them. 

There's somethuig still ails thi&ai at me* 

O, if I ken'd how but to g^n them. 

How fond of the knack wad I be ! 
Or what an address could obtain them'. 

It should be twice welcome to me. 
If kissing and clapping wad j^Iease them^ 

That trade I should drive till I die; 
But however I study to ease them, 

They've still an exception at me. 

There's wratacks, an' cripples, an' cranshaks. 

An' a' the wandochts that I ken, 
No sooner they speak to the wenches, 

But they are ta'en far enough ben ; 
But when I speak to them tbt^s stately, 

I find {ten aye ta'en wi' the gee; 
An' get the denial right flatly ; 

What think ye can ail them at me? 

I have yet but ae offer to mak' them. 

If they wad but hearken to me, 
An' that is, I'm willing to tak' them. 

If they their consent wad but gie» 
Let her that's content write a billet. 

An' get it transmitted to me, 
I hereby engage to fulfil it, 

Tba! cripple, tha' blind she sud be. . . 
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BILLBT BY JEAftJ GRADDEN. 

Deae Bachelor^ IVe read your billet. 

Your strut and vour hardships I see. 
An' tell you it shall be fulfilled, 

Thoi^h it were by nae ither but me. 
These forty years I've been n^lectedii . 

An' nane has had pity on me; 
Sic offers should ne'er be rejected. 

Whoever the offerer be. 

For beauty I lay nae daitt to it, 

Or, may b^ I had been awa; 
Though tocher or kindred dould do t^ 

Fve there nae pretensions ava : 
The maist I can sa/s Fm a woman. 

An' a wife that I'm wanting to be; 
An' Fll tak excepticm at no man, 

That's willii^ to tak nane at me. 

An' now I think I may be cocky 3^ 

Sin' fortune has smurtled on me j 
Vm, Jenny an' ye shall be Jockey, 

'Tis right we together sud be; 
For nane o' us cou'd find a marrow, 

Sae sadly forfairn were we; 
Fouk sudrto at ony thing tarro^,' 

Whase chance locked naetbing to ))cf. 

On Tysday speer ye for Jean Gradden, • 

When I i' my pens ween to be 
Snug hous'd at the sign o' the auld Maiden, 

Where ye sal be stire to meet me : 
Bring wi' you the priest for the wedding, I 

That a' things nght ended may be; 
An' the hal^ we wSl close wi* the bedding; j 

An' wha'U be sae merry as we? • . I 
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A cripple Vm not, ye foresta' me, 

Tbodgk lame o' a hand that I be ; 
Nor blin* is there reason to ca' me> 

Although I flte but wi' a6 e^e : 
But I'm juM the ane that ye n^anted, , 

Sae tightly our state doth sgee^ ; , 

For nade wad faae you, ye hae granted; 

As fe# I confess wad hate ibe. 

O HEARD YE E'ER OF A SILLV BLIND 
HARPER. 

O HEARD ye e'er of a ally blind haiper, 

Liv'd long in Lochmahen town, 
How he did ^dng to fair England, 

To steal King Henry's wanton brown ? 
How he did gang to fair England, 
To steal Khig Senr/s wanton browUf 

But first he gaed to his gudewife, 

Wi* a' the speed that ne cou'd thole: 
This wark, quo' he, will never work. 

Without a mare that has a foal. 
T%u wark, ^c. 

Quo' she, thou hast a gude grey mare, 
Tliat'H rin o'er hills baith low and hie; 

Gae tak* the grey mare in thy hand. 
And leave the foal at hame wi' me. 
Gae tak\ ^c. 

And tak' a halter in thy hose. 

And o' thy purpose dinna fail ; 
But wap it o'er the wanton's nose. 

And tie her to the grey mare's tail : 
But wap, SfQ, 



Syne ca' her out at yon bocke yeat. 
O'er moss and muir and ilka dale» 

For she'll ne'er let the wanton bite. 
Till she comehame to her ain.foid. 
For she% ^c. 

So he is up to Eiu^Iaod gane. 

Even as fast as he can hie. 
Till he came to King Henry's yeat; 

And wha was there but King Henry. 
Till he, *c. 

Come in, quo' he, thou silly blind h|»per; 

And of toy harping let me hear. 
O ! by my 60jOth» qua' the ully blind haiper, 

I'd rather bae stabling for my mare. 
0/ by my, ^c. 

The King loQks o'er his left shoulder. 
And says unto his stable groom, 

Gae tak' the silly poor harper's mare». 
And tie her 'side my wanton brown*. 
Gtte taltT, ^. 

And aye he harped, and aye he caper'd. 
Till a' the lords gaed through the floor^. 

They thought the music was sae sweet. 
That they forgat the stable door. 
They thought, S^c. 

And aye he harped, and aye he caper'd,, 
Till a^.the Qobles were sound asleep^ 

Then quietly h^ took affhis shoon. 
And safUy down the stair did creep. 
Then quietly, <JT. 
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Syne to the titMe doot he hiesy 
Wi' tread as light as light cou*d be. 

And whan he open'd and ^aed in, 
There be fand thirty good steeds and three. 
And whan, ^c. 

He took the halter fhte his hose. 
And of his purpose dni na' fail ; 

He slipt it o'er the wanton's nose. 
And tied it to his grey mare's t^. 
Se sHpi, iff:. 

He ca*d her otit at yon biiek yeat. 
O'er moss and miiir and iUoei d{de. 

And she loot iie'er the wanton bite. 
But held her still gailn at her tail« 
Andtke^ 4^. 

The grey mare was right swift o' fit, 
And did na M to find the Way, 

Fo rshe was at Lochinaben yeat, 
Fu' lang thrte hours or it was day. 
FcT ihe^ 4«r. 

When t^e caixie to the haiper's door. 
There slie gae mony a nicher and sneer, 

Rise, quo' the wife, tnou lazy lass. 
Let in thy master and his mare. 
Rite, quo*, ^c. 

Then up she I'aise, pat oti her claes. 
And looklt out through the lock-hote; 

O ! by my sdoth then quoth the lass. 
Our mare has gotten a braw big foal. 



Come baud thy peace, thou foHolisfa iass, 
The moon's but glandiig in thy e'e-^ 

ril wad my haill fee 'gainst a groat, 
It's bigger than e'er our foal will be. 
m wady ^c. 

The neighbours too that heard the noise. 

Cried to the wife to put her in, 
By my sooth llien quoth the wife, 

She's better than ever he rade on. 
By wy, 4«. 

But on the mom i|t fair daylight. 
When they had ended a' their cheer. 

King Henry's wanton brown was stawn. 
And eke the poor aiild harpfer's mare. 
King Hennfiy Sfc, 

Alace ! alace ! says the silly blind harper, 

Alace ! alace 1 that I came here. 
In Scotland I've tint a braw cowte foal, 

In England they've stawn my gude grey mare. 
In Scotkmd, SfC. 

Come baud tliy tongue, thou silly blind harper 

And of thy alacing let me be, 
For thou sbalt get a better mare. 

And weel paid shall thy cowte foal be. 
For thou shaU get a better rnare^ 
And weel paid shall thy coiutefotd he. 



BOBING JOHN. 

JAtftESON. 

,Hey for bobing John ! 

Kittle up the chanter 1 
Bang up a stra^ispey, 

Tq fling wi' John the ranter. 
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Johnnie*8 stout an* bald, 

Ne*er -coiild thole a banter ; 
Bein in byre and faaXd, 
j^t An*, lasses, he's a wantep. 

Back as brud's a door ; 

Bowboughtlike aiiHy; ^ 

Thick 'about the brans. 

An* o'er the breast and belly. 
H^ for bobing John I 

Kittle up the chanter ! 
Queans are a' gane g)'te. 

To fling wP John the ranter. 

Bottme*8 his t>lack e*e, 

Blinkin', blythe, an* vogie, 
Wi* lassie on his knee, 

In his nieve a coggie; 
Syne the lad will kiss, 

Sweetly Idss an* cuddle ; 
Cauld wad be her heart, 

That could wi* Johnnie widdle. 

Sonse fa* bobing John ; 

Want an* wae gae by him; 
There's in town nor land^ 

Nae cliiel disna envy hinu 
Tlingin* to the pipe, 

Bobing to the fiddle, 
Knief was ilka lass, 

That could wi' Johnnie meddle. 



MAGGIE LAUDER. 

Wha wadna be in love 
Wi* bonnie Maggie Lauder ! 

A piper met her gaun to Fife, 
And spier^d what was*t they ca*d her. 
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Right fcornfully she answer'd him^ 

Begone^ you hallanshaker; 
Jog on your ^te, you bladdenkat^ 

My naine is Maggie Lauder. 9 

Mug^ quoth he, and by my bags, 

Vm fidging fain to see thee; 
Sit down by me, my bonnie bird. 

In troth I winna steer thee : 
For Fm a piper to my trade. 

My name is Rob the Ranter; 
The lasses loup as tl*ey were daft^ 

When I blaw up my chanter. 

Piper, quoth Meg, faae ye your bags; 

Or ts your drone in order? 
If ye be Rob, I've beard of you, 

Live ye upon the border ? 
The lasses a*, baith fcj* and near, 

Hae heard of Rob the Ranter ; 
ni shake my foot wi' right good-will, 

Gif ye'U blaw up your chanter. 

Then to his bags he flew wi' speed. 

About the drone he twisted ; 
Meg up and wallop'd o'er the green. 

For hrawly -could she frisk it.' 
Weel done, quoth he: Play up, quoth she: 

Weel bob'd, qnoth Rob the Ranter; 
*ris worth my while to play, indeed, 

When I hae sic a dancer. 

Weel hae you play'd your part, quoth Meg, 

Your cheeks are like the crimson ; 
There's nane in Scotland plays sae weel. 

Since we lost Habby Simpson. 
Fve liv'd in Fife, haith maid and wife. 

These ten years and a quarter ; 
Gin ye should come to Anster fair. 

Spier ye for Maggie Lauder, 
Vol. II. Gg 
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The cantie flf»iBg fleurce near'd hflf head. 

And winter yet did Maud her, 
l^ken the Ranter cam' to Anster faify 

An' spier'd for Maggie Lauder ; . 
A snug wee house in the East Green, 

It's shelter kindly lent her; 
Wi' canty ingle, clean hearth-«tane, 

Meg welcom'd Rob the Ranter ! 

Then Rob made bonnie M^ his bride, 

An* to the kirk tkey ranted ; 
He play'd the auld " East Nook o' Fife," 

An' iperry Maggie vaunted. 
That Hab himser ne'er pia/d a spring, 

Nor blew sae weel bis chanter, 
For he made Anster town to ring; 

An' wha's like Rob the Ranter? 

For a' the talk an' loud reports 

That ever gaed against oer, 
Meg proves a true an' carefii' wife. 

As ever was in Anster; 
An' since the marriage knot was ty'd, 

Rob swears he couldna want her, 
For he lo'es Maggie as his life. 

An' Meg lo'es Rob the Ranter. 



TAK^ YOUR AULD CLOKE ABOUT YE. 

In winter,, when the I'ain rain'd cauld, 

And frost and snaw on ilka hill. 
And Boreas, wi' his blasts sae bauld. 

Was threat'ning a' our kye to kill : 
Then Bell, my wife, wha lo'es nge strife, 

She said to me right hastily. 
Get up, gudeman, save Cromie's life. 

And tak* your auld cloke about ye. 
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Bell why dost th6u flyte and Acorn? 
Thou kens my cloke is very thin : 

It is sae bare and overworn, 

A crickit thereon canna rin ; ^ 

Then I'll nae mair borrow nor lend, ^ 

For m ance mair apparell'd be. 
To-morrow I'll to the town and spend. 

And I'll hae a new cloke about me. 

My Cromie is an liseM cow, 

And she is come of a gade kin'. 
Aft has she wat the bairns' mou'. 

And I am laith that she shOuM tine; 
Get up, gudeman, it is fou time. 

The sun shines in the lift sae nie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Gae tak' your auld cloke about ye. 

My doke was ance a gude gtey doke. 

When it was fitting for toy Wea^; 
But now its scantly worth a grolit, « 

•For I ha'c Ifrom't this thretty yctt : 
Let's spend the gear that we hae won. 

We little ken the day we'll die: 
Then I'll be proud, since I hae sworn 

To hae a new cloke about me. 

In days when our King Robert Ituig, 

His trows th^ cost but ha'f a crowiij^ 
He said they were a gx'oat o^er dear. 

And ca'd the tailor thief and loun ; 
He was a king that wore a crown. 

And thou'rt a man of laigh degree ; 
'Tis pride brings a* the kintra down, 

Sae tak' thy auld cloke about thee. 

EVry land has itft tan laugh. 

Ilk kind o' corn has its aiti hool ; 

1 think the warld is a* run wrang. 

When ilka wife her man wad rule j 
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Do je not see Rob, Jodk, and Hfd)> 
How they are girded gallantly, 

While I sit hurklin in the ase ? 
riyiae a new cloke about me. 

Guderoan, I wat 'tis thretty years 

Since we did ane anither ken ; 
And we hae had between us twa, 

O' lads and bonnie lasses ten ; 
Now, they are women grown and men, 

I wish and pray weel may they be; 
And if you prove a good husband, 

£*en tak' your auld cloke about ye. 

Bell, my wife, she lo'es nae strife. 
Bat she wiU |uide me if she can; 
And, to maintam an easy life, 

I aft maun yield, though I'm gudeman. 
Nought's to be won at woman's band, 
Unless ve gi'e her a' the plea; 
. Then I'll leave aff where I b^gan. 
And tak' my auld doke al^out me. 
^^^^^^^^^^ ^ 
SONG. 

It fell about the Martinmas time^ 

And a gay time it was than. 
When our goodwife got j^uddings to makT 

And she's boHM them m the pan. 

The wind sae cauld blew south and nortb. 

And blew into the floor: 
Q^oth our gudeman, to our gudewife, 

" Gae out and bar the door." 

** My hand is in my hussy'f skap, 

Gudeman, as ye may see, 
An' it shou'd nae be barr'd this hundred year 

It's no be barr'd for me." 
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They made a paction 'tween them twa. 

They made it firm and sure; 
That the first word whae'er shou'd speak, 

Shou'd rise and bar the door. ^ 

Then by there came two fl^ntlemeo. 

At twelye o'clock at ni^t, 
And they could neither see house nor haU^ 

Nor coal nor candle light. 

Now, whether is this a rich man's house« 

Or whether is it a poor? 
But iieyer a word wad nne o' them speak^ 

For barring o* the door. 

And first they ate the white puddings, 

And then they ate the black; 
Tho* muckle thought the gtidewife to hersel'. 

Yet ne'er a word she spak. 

Then said the one unto the other, 

*• Here, man, tak* ye my knife. 
Do ye tak' afi^the auld man's beard. 

And I'll kiss the gudewife." 

" But there's nae water in the house. 

And what shall we do than ?" 
•* What ails ye at the puddin' broo. 

That boils into the pan." 

O up then started our gudeman. 

And an angry man w'fts he ; 
" Will ye kiss my wife before my een. 

And scad me wi' pudding bree ?" 

Then up and started our gudewife^ 

Oied three skips on the floor : 
"Gudeman, ye'ye spoken the foreo^ost word. 

Get up and bar the door." 
Gg3 
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THE NURSE*S SONG. 



Tune—" Yellow stockmgt,**- 

Hey my kitten, a kitten^ 

Hey my kitten a dearie ; 
Such a sweet pet as this 

Is neither far nornearie: 
Here we go up, up, up ; 

Here we go down, down, downy ; 
Here we go backwards and forwards, 

And here we go round, roimd, roundjw 

Chicky, cockow, my lily cock; 

See, see, sic a downy; 
Gallop a trot, trot, trot. 

And hey for Dublin towny. 
This pig went to the market. 

Squeek mouse, mouse, mdusy; 
Shoe, shoe, shoe the wild colt. 

And here thy own dol dousy. 

Where was a jewel and pety. 

Where was a sugar spicy ; 
Hush a baba in a cradle. 

And we'll go abroad in a triey } 
Did a papa torment it ? 

Dld-e vex his own baby ? did-e ? 
Hush a baba in a bosie;. 

Take ous own sucky ; did-^ ? 

Good-morrow, a pudding is broke; 

Slavers a threed o' chrystal. 
Now the sweet posset comes up ; 

Who said my child was piss'd all ? 
Come water my chickens, come clock ; 

Leave off, or he'll crawl you, he'll crawl you; 
Come, gi'e me your hand, and V\\ beat him: 

Wha was it vexed my baby ? 
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Where was a lau^ and a craw ? 

Where was a giggling honey ? 
Goody, good child shall be fed. 

But naughty child shall get nony. 
Get ye gone Rawhead and BIoodyboncs> 

Here h a child that won't fear ye. 
Come pissy, pissy, my jewel. 

And ik, ik, ik*a, my dearie. 



HALUCKET MEG. 

BEV. J. NICOL. 

Tone—" TJie Muckkig o' Geordie't Byre:* 

Meg, muckin' at Geordie's byre, 

Wrought as gin her judgment was wrang ; 
Ilk daud o' the dcartle strack fire. 

While, loud as a lavrock, she sang 1 
Her Geordie had promisM to marrie. 

An' Meg, a sworn fae to despair. 
Not dreamin' the job cou'd miscarrie. 

Already seem'd mistress an' mair ! , 

My neebours, she sang, aflen jeer me^ 

An' ca' me, daft, halucket Meg, 
An' say, they expect soon to hear me 

r the kirk,' for my fun, get a fleg \ 
An' now, 'bout my marriage they clatter^ 

An' Geordie, poor fallow ! they ca' 
Ad auld doitet hav'rel ! — Nae matter. 

He'll keep me aye brankin' an braw ! 

I grant ye, his face is kenspeckle, 
That the white o' his e'e is turn'd out, 

That his black beard is rough as a heckle. 
That his mou to his lug's rax'd about; 
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But they necdna let on that he^s crazid. 
His pike-statf wull ne'er let him fa* ; 

Nor that his hair's white as a dai:^e. 
For, fient a hair has he ava ! 

But a weel-pleoish'd maiUn has Geonlie^ 

An' routh o' gude gond in his kist; 
An' if siller comes at my wordie. 

His beautie, I never wull roiss't ! 
Daft gouks, wha catch fire like tinder, 

Thmk love-raptures ever wull burn ! 
But wi' poordth, heurta het as a cinder, 

Wull cauld as an iceshogle turn ! 

There'll just be ae bar to my pleasure, 

A bar that's aft fill'd me wi^ fear. 
He's sic a hard, near-be-gawn miser. 

He likes his saul less than his gear ! 
But tfao' I now flatter his failin'. 

An' swear nou^t wi* gond can compare, 
Gude sooth ! it sail soon get a scailin' I 

His bags sali be mouldie nae raair ! 

I dreamt that I rade in a chariot, 

A flunkie ahint me in green ; 
While Geordie cry'd out, he was harriet. 

An' the saut tear was blindia' his een ; 
But tho' 'gainst my spendin' he swear aye, 

I'll hae frae him what ser's my turn ; 
Let him slip awa whan he grows wearie. 

Shame fa' me ! gin lang I wad mourn ! 

But Geordie, while Meg was hmmguin. 

Was cloutin' his bredcs i' the bauks, 
An'l'whan a' his failins she brang in. 

His Strang, hazle pike-staff he taks: 
Designin' to rax her a lounder. 

He chanc'd on die iather to shift. 
An' down frae the banks, flat's a fiomit(er, 

Flev?, like tt shot-stam frae the lift 5 



HUMOROUS SONGS. 357 

But M^, wi' the sight, was quite haster*d» 

An' nae doubt, was bannin* ill luck ; 
While the face o* poor Geordie was plaster'd 

An' his mou' was fill'd fou wi' the muck ! 
Confound ye ! cry'd Geordie, an' spat out 

The ^aur that adown his beard ran;— 
Preserve us i quo' Meg, as she gat out 

The do<Nr>-'--aD' thus lost a gudeman I 



SONG. 

JOANNA BAILUE. 

Written for this Worn. 

It feU on a morning whan we were thrang. 

Our kirn was gaun, our cheese was makings 

And bannocks on the girdle baking. 
That ane at the door chapt loud and lang. 

But the Auld gudewife and her Mays sae tight^ 
Of this stirring and dm took sma' notice I ween i 

For a chap at the door, in braid day-light. 
Is no like a chap when heard at e'en^ 

Then the clocksey auld laird of the warlock glen» 
Wha stood witiiout, half cow'd» half cheerie, 
And yeam'd for a sight of his winsome dearie. 

Raised up the latch and came crousely ben. 
His coat was neM' and his o'erlay was white. 

And his hose and his mittens were cozey and bein;. 
. But an wooer that comes in braid day-light^ 

Is no like a wooer that comes at e'en. 

He greeted the Carlin' an4 lasses sae braw. 
And his bare lyart pow he smoothly straiket, 
And looked about, like a body half glaiket. 

On bonnie sweet Nanny the youngest of a'^ 
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" Ha ha i" qdo' the Carline, ** and look ye that way? 
Hoot ! let na sic fancies bewilder ye clean; 

An elderlin man i' the noon o' the day» 
Should be wiser than youngsters that come at e'en.** 

" Na na !" qno' the pauky auld wife, ** I trow, 
You'll fash na* your head wi' a yoathftt' gilly. 
As wild and as skeigh as a ntuirland fitly. 

Black Madge is far better and fitt» for you." 

He heni'd and he haw'd and he screw'd in hb mouth. 

And he squeezed his blue bonnet his twa hands between. 
For wooers that come whan the sun's in the south. 

Are mur aukwart than wooers that come at e'en. 

« Black Madge she is prudent."—" What*8 that to me? 

" She is eident and sober, has sense in her noddle. 

Is douse and respeckit." — *' I care na a bodle, 
rU baulk na' my luive, and my fancy's free." 

Madge toss'd back l^r head wi' a saucy sl]g(it> 
And Nanny ran laughing out to the green ; 

For wooers that come whan the sun shines bright^ 
Are no like the wooers that come at e*en. 

Awa' flunff the laird and lood muttered h^ 

^ All the daughters of Eve, between Orkney and 
Tweed O, 

Black and fidr, young and old, dime, damsel and 
widow. 
May gang wi' their pride to the deil for me !" 

But the aold gudewife and her M^ sae tigbt. 
For a' his loud banning cared little^ I ween; 

For an wooer that comes in braid day«ligbt^ 
Is no like an wooer that comes tit e'en* 
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THE BOATIE ROWS. 
m'ewak. 

The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 

The boatie rows fu' weel : 
Meikle luck attoid the boats. 

The murlaiii, and the creet. 
Weel may the boatie row. 

And bettef may't speed, 
Weel may the boatie row. 

That wins the bairns* bread. 

I cuist my line in Largo bay. 

And fishes I catch'd nine; 
*Twas three to boil, and three to fry, 

And three to bait the line. 
The boatie rows, tlie boetie rows. 

The boatie rows indeed. 
And happy be the lot c^a' 

Who wishes her to speed. 
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O weel may the boatie row 

That fills a heavy creel. 
And cleads us a' frae head to feet, 

And buys our porrich meal. 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 

The boatie rows, indeed, 
And happy be the lot of a' 

That wish the boatie speed. 

When Jamie vowM he wouM be mine. 
And wan frae me my heart, 

muckle lighter grew my creel, 
He Bwofe we'd never part. 

The boatie rows, the boatie rows. 
The boatie rows fu' weel. 

And meikle lighter is the lade, 
When love bears up the creel. 

My kurtch I put upon my head, 
And dress'd mysel* fu' braw, 

1 trow my heart was douf an* wae, 

When Jamie gaed awa' ; 
But weel may the boatie row. 

And lucky be her part; 
And lightsome be the lassie's care, 

That yields an honest heart. 

When Sawney, Jock, and Janetiei 

Are up, and gotten lear, 
They'll help to gar the boatie row^ 

And lighten a' our care. 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows. 

The boatie rows fu* weel. 
And lightsome be her heart that bears 

The murlain and the creel* 

And when with age we're worn dowo. 

And hirpling at the door. 
They'll row "to keep us dry and warm. 

As we did them before. 
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Then wed may the boiltie row | 

She wins the biiifDs' bread : 
And happy be the lot of a' 

That wish the boatie speeds 



THE OLD MAN'S SONG- 

REV. J. SKINNEB. 

TiWE-— * Dtmbartott drtam.^' 

O ! WHY should old age so much wound us ! 0« 
There's nothing in*t at all to confound us, O, 

For how happy now am I, 

With my old wife sitting by. 
And our bairns and our oys all around us, 0. 

We b^an the world wi' naething, O, 

And we've jogg'd on, and toil'd for the ae thing, O; 
We made use of what we had. 
And our thankful hearts were glad, 

When we got the bit meat and the clsething, O. 

We hae lived all our lifetime Contented, 0, 
Since the day we became first acquainted, O; 

It's true we've been but poor. 

And we are so to this hour. 
Yet we never repin'd nor lamented, 0. 

We ne'er thought of schemes to be wealthy, O^ * 
By ways that were cunning or stealthy, O, 

But we always had the bliss. 

And what further could we wiss. 
To be pleas'd wi' ourselves, and be healthy, O- 

What tho* we canna boast of our guineas, O, 
We have plenty of Jockies and Jeanies, O, 

And these I'm certain, are 

More desirable by far, , 

Than a pock fuU'of yellow stanies, O 
Vol. II. H h 
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We have seen mony wonder and ferlie, O, 
Of changes that almost arc yearly, O, 

Among rich folks up and down, 

Both in country and in town, 
Who now live but scriroply and barely, O. 

Then why should folks brag of prosperity, 0, 
A straiten'd life we see is no rarity, O, 

Indeed we've been in want, 

And our living been but scant, 
Yet we never were redu^d to. need charity, O. 

In this house we first cam' thegither, O, 
Where we've lang been father and mither, O, 

And, tho' not of stane and lime. 

It will last us a' our time, 
And, I hope, we shall never need anither, O. 

And when we leave this habitation, O, 
We'll depart with a good commendation, O, 

We 11 go hand in hand, I wiss. 

To a better house than this. 
To make room for the next generation, O. 

Then why should old age so much wound us, 0, 
There is naething in't at all to confound us, O, 

For how happy now am I, 

With my old wife sitting by. 
And our bairns and our oys all around m, O. 



THE MINSTREL. 

Keen blaws the win* o'er Donocht-head, 
The snaw drives snelly through the dale. 

The Gaberlunzie tirls my sneck, 
An', shiv'rin', tells his wacfu' talc : 
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Cauld is the night, O let me in. 

And dinna let your Midstrel fa*; 
And dinna let his winding sheet 

Be naething but a wreath o' snaW. 

Full ninety simmers btee I sedn, 
An' pip't whar gcircocks whirring flew; 

An' mony a day yeVe danc'd, I ween. 
To lilts that £ue my drone I Uew. 

My Eppie wak't an' soon she cried, 

Get up, gudeman, an^ let him in. 
For weel ye ken the winter night 

Seem't short when he began his din. 

My Eppie's voice, O woW its sweet ! 

K'en though she banns and scaulds a wee; 
But when its tun'd to Pity's tale, 

O^ then its doubly deur to me i 

Come ben, auld carle, I'll rouse my fire. 

An' mak' it bleeze a bonnie flame; 
Your blude Is thin, ye've tint the gate; 

Ye soudna stray sae far frae hame. 

Nae hame hae I the Minstrel sdd,* 

Sad party strife o'ertum*d my ha*. 
An', weeping, at the eve o' life, 

I wander through the wreaths o' siiaw. 

1 ttAE A WIFE 0' MY AIN, 



I HiiB a wife o' my ain, 
I'll partake wi' naebody ; 

ril tak cuckold frae nane, 
rU gie cuckold to naebody; 
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I hae a penny to spend. 
There, thanks to naebody; 

I hae naething to lend, 
rU borrow firae naebody. 

I am naebody*iB lord, 

I'll be slave to naebody ; 
I hae a gude braidsword, 

I'll tak duntft frae naebody ; 
ni be merry and free, 

rU be sad for naebody; 
If naebody care for me, 

I'll care for naebody. 



THE SPINNING OT. 

Now Sandy, the waiter's cauld blasts are awa'» 

And simmer we've seen the beginning o't; 
I've lang been wearied o' frost and o' snaw. 

And sair hae I tir'd o' the spinning o't : 
For when we were married oar cleemn' was dim. 

And fjoortlth, ye ken, made me eident to spin, 
'Twas fain love cf you that first gart me hean^ 

An' blessings hae follow'd the spinning o t. 

When mornings were canld, an* the keen frost an''8naw 

War blawin*, I mind the beginning o't^ 
An' ye gaed to wark, be't frost or be't thaw. 

My task was nae less, at the spinning o't : 
An' now we've a pantry baith muckle an' fu', 

O' ilka thing gude for to gang in the raou', 
A barrel o' ale, wi' some malt for to brew. 

To mak us forget the beginning o't. 

An' when winter comes back wi' the snell htulan' rain» 
Nae mair I'll sit down to the spinning o't. 

Nor you gang to toil in the cauld fields again> 
As little think on the b^inning o't : 
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O' sheep we hae scores^ an* o' kyetiNmty fire. 
Far less we hae seen wad hae made us fu' hlhhe : 

But thrift and industiy maks poor fouk to thrhe, 
A dear proof o' that is the ^nniBg o't. 

Altho' at our marriage our stock was but sma*. 

An* heartless an' hard the beginning o't. 
When ye was engaged the owsen to ca'. 

An' first my young skill tried the spinning o*t: 
But now we can dress in oilr plaidies sae sma', / 

Fu' neat an' fu* dean gae to kirk or to ha% 
An aye look as blithe as the best o' them a\ 

Sic luck has been at the begging o't. 



BESSY AND HER SPINNING-WHEEL. 

BUBNS. 

Tune—" Stirling Vakr 

O EBSzis me on my spinning-wheel, 
O leeze me on my rock and reel ; 
Frae tap to tae that cleeds me bein, 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en. 
I'll set me down, and sing and spin. 
While laigh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal-— 
O leeze me on my spinning-wheel ! 

On ilka hand the burnies trot, 
And meet below my theekic cot, 
The scented birk am} hawthorn white^ 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest> 
And lit^e fishes' cawler rest ! 
The sun blinka kindly on the bid'. 
Where blytbe I turn my spinning-wheel. 
Hh3 
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Oa loftv aik« the cudiate wail. 
And echo cons tlie doolfu' tale; . 
The limwhites in the hazel braes. 
Delighted, rival itber's lays; 
The craik amang the claver hay. 
The Patrick whirring o'er the ley, 
The swallow jinkin* roun' ray bhiel. 
Amuse me at my spinning-wheel. 

Wi' sma' to sell, and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below* envy, 
O whe wad leave this humble state^ 
For a' the pride o' a' the great ! 
Amid their flairing idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous dinsome joys. 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinning-wheel ! 



FAREWELL, DEAR GLENCOWDEN., 
Tunis—" Humours of Glen:* 

FitaEWELL, dear Glencowden, where to airy measures 

The streamlet meanders from shade unto shade» 
Wiicre Nature uncultur*d counts o'er her sweet treasures. 

In the lap of mde accident carelessly spread. 
Yet grander by far, are thy ivy bound tresses, 

That wave from the shoulders of yon fiummit grey. 
Than all the vain pomp, and the fanciful dresses. 

That wide in the garden their foliage display. 

Yes, dearer to me is the copse of green hazel. 

Where blooms the pale primrose besprinkled with, dew, 

Where no foot is pourtray'd but the foot of the weasd> 
From its crevice sly peeping, its prey to pursue^ 
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Than all the tweet vutas, with chaplets of roief » 
That lead on the eye to some prospect afar. 

Where nature constrained on the terrace reposes, 
With formal improvements for ever at war. 

Yes, dearer by far, are thy broom cover'd shoulders. 

Where nestles the linnet, or warbles her song, 
Qr starts from her spray, when the precipice moulders. 

And aloud to the echo does ruin prolong. 
Yes, dearer than all, that weak symmetry fancies, 

Constrain'd decorations that never can please. 
When the eye, as 'twere fetter*d, still onward advances. 

No wild deviation affording release. 

But, ah ! why count over the charms of Glencowden, 

The charms of Glencowden are pains unto me ; 
These scenes of my youth, in my bosom thick crowding, 

Will murder my peace tho* far distant I be. 
Then oil will the pleasures I felt at the nutting, 

Thy green spreading hazel, with clusters so fair; 
Return o'er my mind when low pensively sitting, 

I brood o'er each prospect. of sorrow and care. 

To gain the sweet purple that glow'd on the bramble. 

Or peep at-the Imnet that chirped on tlie spray. 
How thy rugged sides I would fearlessly scramble ! 

And chide my companions for timid delay. 
Philosophers, tell me, how I may behind me. 

Leave all the soft pleasures I oh tasted there; 
Nor drop, tho' reflection should draw to remind me. 

For th«r loss, the slight tribute they ask of a tear. ■ 

Ah ! there all your sophistry shrinks from the query. 

In vain you pretend that affection is wrong; 
The eye of endearment delights still to tease me. 

And doat on those scenes it would wish to prolong. 
Then farewell Glencowden, tho' destm'd to wander^ 

Far, far from thy covert to yon distant scene; 
Long, long in my ear shall thy streamlets meander. 

And the boughs ctf thy bushes long ware in thy stream. 
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THE BONMIE BANKS OF AYR* 

BURMB. 

Tone—** Roslin Castle/* 

The glodniy night Is gathering fast. 
Loud roars the wild, inconstant blasts 
Y6n murky cloud is foul with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain. 
The hunter now has left the moor. 
The 8catter*d coveys meet secure. 
While here I wander, prest with care» 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

The Autumn mourns her rip'nilig 6ora 
By eiU^y Winter's ravage torn; 
Across her placid tsixit^ sky, 
She sees the scowling tempedt fly : 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon thd stormy wave, 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

'Tis not the surging billow's roar, 
'Us not that fsltal, deadly shore; 
tho* Death itt ev'ry shape appear. 
The wretched have no inore to fear: 
But round my heart the ties are bowid, 
That heart transfnerc'd with many a wound; 
These bleed afresh those ties I tear. 
To leave the bOnnie banks of Ayr. 

Fareweirold Coila's hilk and dales. 
Her heathy mooni and winding vale^^ 
The scenes where wretched fency rovei. 
Pursuing past, tmhappy loveft ! 
Farewell, m^ friends, farewell, my fott, 
My peace with these, my lote with those; 
.The bursting tears my heart dednte; 
Farewell the bonnie Danks of Ayr. - 
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TARRY woo. 

Tar&y woo, tarry woo. 
Tarry woo is ill to spin ; 
Card it weel, card it wed* 
Card it weel or ye hegau 
When its carded, row'd, and spun. 
Then the work is haflins done; 
But when woven, drest, and dean. 
It may be deeding for a queen. 

Sing my bonnie harmless sheep. 
That feed upon the mountains steep. 
Bleating sweetly as they go. 
Through the winter's frost and snow; 
Hart, and hind, and fallow deer, 
No by hauf sae usefu' are : 
Frae kings to him that bauds the plough, 
A' are oblig'd to tarry woo. 

Up, ye shepherds ! dance and skip. 
O'er the hills and valleys trip ; 
Sing in praisie of tarry woo. 
Sing the flocks that bear it too; ^ 
Harmless creatures, without blame. 
That dead the back and cram the wame. 
Keep us warm and hearty fu'; 
Leeze me on the tarry woo. 

How happy is the shepherd's life. 
Far frae courts, and free of strife. 
While the gimmers bleat and bae. 
And the lambkins answer mae. 
No such music to his ear ; 
Of thief or fox he has no fear ; 
Sturdy kent, and colley true, 
Weel defend the tarry woo. 
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He lires content and envies none ; 
Not ev*n a monarch on liis throne* 
Though he the royal sceptre sways» 
Has not sweeter holidays ; 
Who'd be a king ! can ony tdl. 
When a shephera dngs sae well. 
Sings sae well, and pays his due, 
Wi' honest heart and tarry wod? 



FAREWELL TO A MASON LODGE. 

jatmK% 
ToNB— • Gude night OTidJoy be un* you d^ 

Anisu ! a heart-warm fond adieu \ 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie \ 
Ye &vour*d» ye enl%htenM few. 

Companions of my sedal joy I 
Tho* I to foreign lands must me. 

Pursuing Fortone's slidd* fy ba*. 
With melting heart, and brimful eye, 

I'll mind you still, iho' far ftwa. 

Oft have I met yomr social hand. 

And spent the cheerful, festive night; 
Oft, bonour'd with supreme command. 

Presided o'er the Sons of Lights 
And bv that Hieroglyphic bright. 

Which none but Craftsmen ever saw I 
Strong mem'ry on my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when far awa I 

May freedom, harmony, and love. 

Unite you in the grand design. 
Beneath th' Omniscient Eye above. 

The glorious Architect clivioe ! 
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Thai you DM^ keep th* vnerriiig liney 

Stall rifling bv the plummet's W» 
TiU order Iwlght completely fibine, 

jSbaU be my pra/r when fyr pwa. 

And you, farewell ! whose merits claim» 

Justly that highest badge to wear! 
Heav'n bless your honoured, noble name, 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A la^t request permit me here, 

When yearly ye assemble a*. 
One round, I ask it with a tear. 

To him, the Bard, thal^s far awa. 



THE HUT OF CONTENT. 

Where restless ambition harasses the mind, 

O'erclouded with care, or encumbePd with state, 
In the gay gaudy circle how seldom we find 

The sweet cherub Peace, that delightful inmate. 
From the splendid alcove, from the gay painted bow'r. 

From the high*>Yaulted roo( the sweet stranger is sent 
To the humble industrious, the cheerfully poor. 

To the low turf-built cottage, the hut of content. 

With health on the cheek, and the bosom at ease. 

The morn may awaken the rustic to toll ; 
Tho* hard be his labour, enlivenM bv these, 

He can welcome his labour each day with a smile. 
When the lengthening shadow invites to repose. 

And calls from the hour in hard drudgery spent, 
Tho* fatigu'd, with light bosom enraptu?d he goes 

To his low turf-built cottage, his hut of tontent. 

O -pure be the stream, and unstain'd be its eoufK^ 
That thro' thy low vale flows unnotic'4 along. 

And plays o'er the pdaUes in murmurings hoarse^ 
The gay blowing sedges and ruidies among* 
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When Spring first unfolds the sprouting bud there. 
How sweet are the blossoms thy borders that scent. 

Ever green be thy banks, and the flow'rs ever fair. 
That bloom round the low turf*built hut of content. 

In the morning of life, with no cloud overcast^ 

When simple our pleasures, enchanting, tho' rude. 
To gather the wOd nut, or search out the nest. 

To wade in the stream; or rove in the wood. 
Then the high buoyant spirits enliven the eye 

Ere age chills the blood, or the spirit is j^ent. 
Then dear is the pleasure, and sweet is the joy 

That smiles in the low turf-built hut of content. 



SCENES OF WOE. 

GALL. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 

Scenes that former thoughts renew ; 
Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 

Now a sad and last adieu. 
Bonnie Doon, sae sweet at gloamin'. 

Fare thee weel before I gang, 
Bonnie Doon, yfhate, early roaming. 

First I wove the rustic sang. 

Bowers, adieu ! where love decoying, 

First inthraird this heart o' mine. 
There the saftest sweets enjoying, 

Sweets that mem'ry ne'er shall tine. 
Friends, so near my bosom ever, 

Yehae render'd moments dear; 
But, alas ! when forc'd to sever, 

1 hen the stroke, O how severe I 
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Friends, that parting tear reserve it, 

Tho* 'tis doubly dear to me; 
Could I think I did deserve it. 

How much happier would I be. 
Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 

Scenes that former thoughts renew; 
Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 

Now a sod and last adieu ! 



SONG, 

This 11 supposed, by Ritson, to be the oldest English Soag 
tztant : and to be of the age of Henry III. 

N. Bt The orthography is moJemixid, 

Summer is come in, 
Loud sings Cuckoo; 

Groweth the seed, 

Bloweth the mead. 
And spring the woods now; 

Cuckoo, Cuckoo, 
Well sings thou Cuckoo, 
Cease thou never now. 

£we Meateth after lamb^ 
After calf lowes cow, 
Bullock starteth. 
Buck verteth, 
Merrilie sings Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo, Cuckoo, 
Well sings thou Cuckoo, 
Cease thou never now. 
YoL. IL li i€ 
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STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT. 

BURNS. 

Thickest night o'erhang my dwelling! 

Howling tempests o'er rte rave I 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling. 

Still surround my lonely cave ! 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing. 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing. 
Suit not my distracted mind. 

Ill the cause of right engaged, 
Wrongs injurious to redress, 

Honour's war we strongly waged. 
But the heayens deny'd success. 

Ruin's wheel has driven o'er as, 
Not a hope that dare attend, 

The wide world is all before us — 
But a world without a friend \ 



CAST AWAY CARE. 

Care, away gae thou frae me, 
For I am no fit match for thee; 
Thou bereaves me of my wits. 
Wherefore I hate thy frantic fitsj 
Therefore I will care no more, 
Since that in care comes no restore; 
But I will sing. Hey down a dee. 
And cast doilt care away frae me. 
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If I want, I c«re to get, 
The more I have, the more I fret ; 
Love I much, I care £ot more, 
The more I have, I think I'm poor : 
Thus grief and care my mind oppress, 
Nor wealth nor wae gives no redress 5 
Therefore Til cai*e no more in vain, 
Since care has cost me meikle pain. 

Is not this world a slidd'ry ball ? 
And think men strange to catch a fall ? 
Does not the sea bsuth ebb and flow ? 
And fortune's but a painted show. 
Why should men take care or grief, 
Sinc^ that by these comes no relief? 
Some careful saw what careless reap. 
And wasters ware what niggarts scrape. 

Well then, aye learn to know thyself. 
And care not for this warldly pelf: 
Whether thy 'state be great or small, 
Give thanks to God whate'er befal ; - 
Sae sail thou than aye live at ease, 
Nae sudden grief shall thee displease : 
Then may'st thou sing. Hey clown a ilee. 
When thou hast cast all care frae thee. 



HAPPINESS. 
XuNE — " To all ^ou Ladies noiv at lamL^^ 

My dearest maid, since yoli desire 
To know what I would wish. 

What store of wealth I would require 
To gain true happiness ; 

This faithful inventory take, 

Of all that life can easy make. 
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Here happy only are the few 
Who wisii to live at home, 

Who never do extend their view 
Beyond their small income, 

An income which should ever be 

The fruit of honest industry. 

A soul serene, and free from fears, 
With no contentions vex'd. 

Nor yet with vain and anxious cares 
To be at all perplex'd. 

A body that's with health endow'd, 

An open temper, yet not rude. 

A heart that's always circumspect, 

Unknowing to deceive. 
Yet ever wisely can reflect, 

Not easy to believe. 
As to my dress, let it be plain. 
Yet always neat without a stain. 

A cleanly hearth and cheerful fire. 

To drive away the cold ; 
A moderate glass one would require 

When merry tales are told : 
The company of an easy friend. 
My like m fortune and in mind. 

Some shelves of books of the right kind. 
For knowledge and delight. 

Not intricate, nor interlin'd 
With narrow party spite : 

A garden fair, to paint me clear 

Nature's gradations through the year. 

To ^ve true relbh to delight, 
A chaste and cheerful wifc^ 

With sweetest humour to unite 
Our hearts as long as life : 

Sound sleep, whose kind delusive turn, 

Shall join the evening to the mom. 
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So would we live agreeably, 

And ever be content, 
To providence aye thankful be 

For all those blessings lent. 
O sovereign power ! but grant nie this. 
No more I'll ask, no more I'll wish. 



THE WINTER OF LIFE. 

Et7RNS. 

But lately seen in gladsome green 

The woods rejoic'd the day. 
Thro' gentle showers the laughing flowera 

In double pride weoe gay : 
But now our joys are fled 

On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet maiden May, in rich array, 

Again shall bring them a'. 

But mv white pow I nae kindly tfaowe. 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trunk of eild, but buss or beild. 

Sinks in time's wintry rage. 
Oh ! age has weary days ! 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thou golden time o' youthfu' prime, 

Why com'st thou not again ! 



AULD LANGSYNE. 

BAMSAY. 

Should auld acqusuntance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with scars? 

These are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars : 
Ii3 
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Welcome, my Varo, to my breatt. 

Thy arms about me twine. 
And make me once again as biest^ 

As I was langsyner 

Methinks around us on each bough, 

A thousand Cupids play, 
Whilst through the gfoires I. walk with yov. 

Each object makes me gay : 
Since your return, the sun and moon 

With brighter beams do shine, 
Streams murmur soft notes while they ruoy 

As they did tangsyne. 

Despise the court and din of state; 

Let that to their share fall, 
Who can esteem such slavery great. 

While bounded like a ball : 
But sunk in love, upon my arms 

Let your brave head recline : 
- We'll please ourselves with mutual charms,. 

As we (Md iangsyne. 

0*er moor and dale with your gay friend^ 

You may pursue the chacc. 
And, after a blythe bottle, end 

All cares in my embrace : 
And in a vacant rainy da^, 

You shall be wholly mme; 
We'll make the hours run smooth away. 

And laugh at auld Iangsyne. 

The hero, pleasM with the sweet air, 

The signs of generous love, 
Which had been uttered by the fair, 

BowM to the powers above : 
Next day, with glad consent and haate, 

Th' approach'd the sacred shrine; 
Where the good priest the couple Uest, 

And put them out of pine. 
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MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS* LAMENT. 

JBURNS« 

Now nature han^s her mantle green, 

On ilka blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white, 

Out o'er the grassy lea. 

Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams. 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That rast in durance lies. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen. 

And miikwhite is the slae. 

* Now lav'rocks wake the merry morn, 
Aloft on dewy wing; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 
Makes woodland echoes ring. 

The mavis mild, wi' raony a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 

The meanest hind in fair Scotland, 

May rove these sweets amang ; 
But I, the Queen o' a Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 

I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I bae been ; 
Fu' lightly raise I in the mom, 

As blythe lay down at e'en. 
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And I'm the sovereign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; ' 
Yet here I He in foreign bands. 

And never-endmg care. 

Biit as for thee, thou false woman, 

My sister and my fae, 
Grim vengeance yet shall whet a sword 

That thro' thy soul shall gae. 

The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never' known to thee: 
Nor the balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder start 

Upon thy fortune shine; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign, 

That ne'er would blink on mine. 

God ke|p thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee r 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's frien3. 

Remember him for me. 

O ! soon, to me, may summer-suni 

Nae mair light up the morn ! 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow corn. 

And in the narrow house o' death 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next flow'rs that deck the spring. 

Bloom on my peaceful gravt. 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. 

MBS. COCKBUEM. 

I've seen the smiling of fortune beguiling : 
I'ye felt all her favours, and found them decay* 

Sweet was their blessing. 

And fond thdr caressing; 
But now they are faded, and fled far away. 
I've teen the forest, adorned the foremost. 
With flowers of the fairest, so pleasant and gay: 

So bonnie was their blooming. 

With sweets the air perfuming; 
But now they are wither'd^ and faded away. 

I've seen the morning with gold the hills adorninf^ 
And loud tempests storming before middle-day. 

I have seen Tweed's silver streams 

Shining in the sunn^ beams, 
Grow drumly and dark as it rolPd on its way. 
Ah ! fickle Fortune, why this cruel sporting? 
Why so perplex us, poor sons of a day ? 

Nae mair your smiles can cheer me, 

Nae mair vour frowns can fear me ; 
For the flowers of the forest are faded away. 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 

BURNS. 

The lovely lass o' Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see; 
For e'en and morn she cries, Alas 1 

And aye the saut tear blins her e'e. 
Drurodssie moor, Drumossie day, 

A waefu' day it was to me; 
For there I lost my father dear, 

My father dear and brethren three. 
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What though on hamely fare we dine. 

Wear hc^din* gray, an' a* that? 
<jric fools their silks, an' knaves their wine, 
A man's a man for a' that. 
For a' that, an' a* that. 

Their tinsel show, an' a^ that; 
An honest man, tho' e*er sae poor. 
Is chief 6* men, for a' that 

Ye see yon birkie ca'd a lord, 

Wha struts an' stares, an' a* that; 
Tho* hundreds worship at his word, 
He*s but a cuif for a' that 
For a* that, an' a* that, 

Hb ribband, star, an' a* that; 
The man of independent mind. 
Can look, an* Umgh at a' that. 

The king ean mak* a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, an' a' that ; 
But an honest man's aboon his might, 
'Tis what he maunna fa' that ! 
For a' that, an' a' that. 

His dignities, an* a* that; 
The pith o* sense, an* pride o^ worth. 
Are grander far than a* that 

Then let us pray that eome it may. 

As come it shall for a' that; 
That sense an' worth o'er a' the earth 
ShalLbear the gree, an' a* that 
For a' that, an* a' that. 

Its eomin' yet, for a' that ; 
That man an' man, o'er a' the earth. 
Shall Mthers be an' a' that 
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^(otttsj^ ^on0 Wvittts. 



JLo attempt recovering the long lost names of our' 
Lyric Poets, is perhaps the most futile of all pursuits.' 
If we may judge of the past, from the present, they were 
never certainly known, nor were they at all inquired' 
after, till oblivion had spread over them her cloud of 
impenetrable darkness. 

Songs that have been wrote by professed Poets arc 
generally, though not always, to be found in their works; 
but a great many of our b4t songs have been written by 
private gentlemen, by shepherds, by farmers, and me- 
chanics, who made no pretensions to the poetical char- 
acter; and who, from modesty or timidity, never gave' 
them to the world in their own names. Perhaps they 
were nev^r intended to be seen by any but the fair objects 
who had inspired them, or tlie few friends for whose 
amusement tney were composed. Songs of merit, how- 
ever, soon find their way into the world. They are 
transmitted, sometimes rha voce, sometimes by copies' 
surreptitiously obtained, over a wide extent of cotintry, 
and in difTerent districts ascribed to different names, or, 
perhaps, supposed to be too good to be any thing else 
than relics of the olden time, whose firficitous authors 
are no longer remembered by name. In this way, all 
who have ever taken any interest in the subject, and^ 
^ave had any thing like experience, kpow that many * 
Vol. II. a 
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modern songs have been widely disseminated, and have, 
under the disguice of antiques, obtained a celebrity^ 
which they could never have reached under the auspices 
o£ any modern name. 

There is something in the human mind which delights 
in mystery; which clothes what is unseen and unknown 
with all the sublimities of terror, x>r with all the attributes 
of grace and of goodness. How much has the interest of 
these admirable works, " Waverly," ** Guy Mannering," 
&c. been heightened by the mystery in which their origin 
has been shrouded? How much has that fine stram, 
** The Flowers of the Forest," gained in public estima- 
tion, by being supposed the work of a poet contemporary 
yffkh the event, and who had witnessed all the misery 
and devastation which he so feelingly deplores? Had 
many a warm admirer of this production been introduc- 
ed to Mrs. Cockburn of Ormiston, as the real authoress, 
I question but they would have felt the one half of th^ 
admiration annihilated. How many of the fine strains 
of Bums have been thus enigmatically ushered into the 
world, and all at once obtained that celebrity which, 
upon songs, it would appear, can only be bestowed by 
the venerable hand of time. 

But though it be mortifying to poetic vanity, to r©. 
fleet that the very names of men so distinguished for 
taste and genim have perished, it is little less so that, 
even when their names have been preserved, there ii 
fre^lliently nothing d«&-*^no traits or character, no in- 
9ght into their habits or pursuits, can now be obtained. 
In thw predicament, I am obliged to leave not a lew 
whose names grace the Harp of Caledonia. 
' The authors of the greater part of English or Classic 
foi^ that have been admitted into the Harp, are fa- 
nS&t to every reader of poetry. Of living authors I do 
not think it proper to say any thing: I have given their 
names along with theur songs when permitted, and I 
doi;^t not but aflter tunes wiudo justice to their merits. 
Oflhoso who may moie properly be denominated Scottish 
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poetfl, I shell dve nich brief nodces as I have been able 
to collect, and as I have Jtxiin to detail, beginning ^inth 
those of whom I have nothing to tell but the names. 

Sir Robert Ayton, author of ** I do confess thou'rt 
smoodi and fair/' was private secretary to Queen Ann^ 
of Denmark, wife to James VI. Dr. Austin was a 
physician, and on the eve of bang married to Jean, 
daughter to John Drummond of Mcginch, when sh<9 
deserted him, and was married to James duke of Athol^ 
winch gave occason to the song, ** For lack o* gqw^'' 
&c. 

**War* na my heart light I wad die,'*.i8 by Lady 
Grizzel Baillie, daughter of the first Earl of March- 
mont, and wife of George Biullie, Esq. of Jerviswood. 
Of Mr. Crauford, author of die beautiful song of 
^ Tweedside," &c all I have learned is, that he was of 
the house of Auchinames, and was unfortunately 
drowned in crossing over from France. The Mary of 
the song is said by Bums to have been a Maij Stuart of 
the Castlenulk family, and to have been mamed to a Mr* 
John Relches. Walter Scott, Esq. with more probability^i 
flays she was Mary Lilias Scott, of the Harden family^ 
end known b^the appellation of The Flower of Yarrow. 
** Low down in the broom,*' is sfud to be the work of the 
late James Carnegie, Esq. of Bdnamoon, a beautiful 
estate on the slope of the Grampians, about five miles 
N. W. of Brechin. A correspondent, who has kindly fur- 
nished the substance of this notice^ si^ ** I have con- 
versed on the subject with aworthy farmer of fourscore^ 
who has lived upon the Balnamoon estate from lus infancy^ 
The garrulous old fellow observed, ' I kent the add laini 
weel, he was a curious bodie, and there's nae doubt but 
he made up the sang.* He was firmly attached to the 
House of Stuart, and ** out in the forty-five.** Afler 
the quelling of that unhappy rebdlion, he lived for 
ftome time in the capacity of a shephenl to one of his 
UU farmen; but the interest of the Arbuthnot family. 
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.with whom he was connected by marri^, soon neBtop* 
,ed hiin to his home and to the world.^ 

Loan Binning, author of "Ungrateful Nanny,** wa» 
son to the Earl of Haddington, and died at Naples in 
the vear 1732. " My sheep I neglected, I lost my sheep 
hook,'* is the work of Sir Gilbert Elliot, father to the 
late Lord ^iinto. The ** Wee Wifiekie" is by Alexan- 
der Geddes, L. L. D. a gentleman well known in the 
literary world. Several Scottish poems from his pen, of 
considerable merit, are to be found in the first volome 
of the Transactions of the Society of Antiquaries of 
Scotland. His life has been most copiously detailed by 
.his friend Mr. Mason Good, as also by Dr. Irvine, in 
his Lives of Scottish Poets. He died at London, on the 
26th day of February, 1803, in the 65th year of his age. 

The " Highland Queen** is, on the authority of Dr* 
Blacklock, stated by Bums to be the work, mudc and 
poetry, of a Mr. M*Vicar, Purser to the Solway man- 
of-war. ** Bess the Gawkie** is, on the authority of a 
Mrs. Copland, stated by Cromek to be the work of the 
late Rev. Mr, Morehead, minister of the parish of Urr 
in Galloway. RichaHd Hewit, author of " Roslin 
Castle," was, during Dr. Blacklock's residence in Cum- 
berland, engaged to lead him. On quitting the doctor's 
service, he addressed to him a copy of verses, in a note 
on which the doctor has told us that he was a good re- 
citer of the rude narrative songs of hb native county ; 
and this is all that I have seen or heard of his history. 
The original Tweedside, beginning ** When Maggy and 
1 were acquaint,'* is said to have been written by a Lord 
Yester. '* The Boatie Rows'* is by a Mr. M*Ewen, of 
whom I know nothing, but that he was a gentleman of 
Aberdeen. Mr. Skirvin, the author of " Tranent 
Mair,** was a respectable farmer in the neighbourhood 
of Haddington. Lieutenant Smith, of whom he makes 
such honourable mention in the ninth stanza, sometime 
afterwards sent him a challenge to meet him at Had- 
dington, to answer for the notice he had taken of him 
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in his 801^: *' Gaiu; awa* back/' . said the hodest fanner^ 
^ and tell Mr. Smith that I hae nae time to com^ to 
Haddington ; but tell him to come here, and I'll tay a 
leuk o' 'im, and, if I think Vm fit to fecht him, I'll fecht 
him, and if no, 1*11 just do as he did. Til rin awa." 
" Auld Robin Gray" is the work of a Lady Ann Lindsat, 
but of her family I know nothing. *' Ca' the ewes" is 
the work of an Isabel Pagan of Muirkirk, a woman of 
no very reputable character; and " O'er the muiram^g 
the heather" is by a Jean Glover, whom Burns has 

stated to be both a and a thief. " The Scottish 

£xile" is the work of a Mr. James Scadlock, who was 
by profession a copperplate engraver. He was the in- 
timate friend of Tannahil), and his life was for the most 
part spent in Paisley and its neighbourhood. He died 
July the 4th, 1818, lamented by his friends, respected 
by his neighbours, and probably without an enumy. in 
the world. He has left a wife and four small children 
to bewail his loss. An elegant little volume of his poet- 
ical works has been lately published for their benefit. 
Archibald Fyfe, author of* Erewhile on the gloom of 
my fate," was also a native of Paisley ; a man of gi'eat 
worth, but of the most retired habits. He never hiniself 
gave any of his poetical productions to the world. He 
died in the year 1806. A small volume of his works 
was jpublished at Paisley soon after his death, for the 
benefit of his family. William Mnia, author of* The 
Woods of the Glorat," was a native of the parish of 
Campsie, Stirlingshire: he died in the month of October, 
1817, i^ed 51. He left behind him a vast collection of 
poems in MS. from which a volume has lately been 
published, for William TurnbuU, booksdler, Glasgow; 
with a short notice of his life. Many of his pieces po»- 
sess very superior merit, and are distinguished for a 
sweetness and pathos which are rarely to be met with 
in self-educated poets. 

William Allan, author of * Lovely Jean," wos a 
native of Arbroath^ Where he was^ born about the year 
a3 
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1780. Vaiious of his pieces have been published in the 
Soots Magazine. As a further specimen of his powers, 
•* The Man of Sorrow** is subjoined, which he wrote 
under the languor of a disease which, a few months afler, 
carried him to that " bourne from whence no traveller 
returns." He died in the summer of 1803. 

THE MAN OF SORROW. 

When the tempest howls loud tbroagh the dark wither'd grove 

And tile rude bbutt of winter all nature deform. 
Around the dire scenes unqppaird I oould rove. 

And rest undisturb*d by the rage (^ the storm. 

Yet why, when the wild winds of winter are flown, 

'When hush *d to repose are the winds of the sea } 
When Spring o'er tfie earth her green mantle has thrown. 

And the sweet voice of gladness is heard from the tree : 

When all the &ir objects that earth can bestow, 

Combbie to inspire me with transports of joy. 
Oh I why on my tongue dwdl the accents of woe ? 

Why bursts from my bosom the sorrow>fcaught sigh 

When the blushes of mom tinge the clouds of the east, 

I seek the lone cave on the wsreJieBten diore. 
Where the sea-bird screams wild as she starts Aram her nasl^ 

And the loud soundhig surges in hollow rocks roarj 

1 sit by the rock, hoair, rugged, and bare. 

That rears its broad breast m the midst of the waves. 
Where the mermaid, tliey say, often oomhs her dark hair. 

And sings o*cr Uie sailon that rest in their graves. 

When the iiin sinks behind the hiffh hills of the wast, 

'Mid the wild haunts of Nature I wander to mourn. 
And GaU to remembrance the days that are past^ 

The days ofddight that shall never return. 

I see, with xemt, where the hawthorn tree stood. 
And the ydlow fUrse blonomVi, the marks of the plough ; 

Tetpleas*d I behold the rock shatlerVl and rudAk 
And vi«w with delight the bleak mountain's bare brow. I 

BcneaHi the tall efan, waving dark in the abr. 

Oft 1 rest, when the moon lights her lamp in the sky, i 

Ah ! why must I tell that myT^ sleeps there, I 

And that there all my bopes^UMl my haptiiness Ue! 

STEWAax Lewis, author of " Annan's winding stream,^ { 
" 0*er the muir aroang the heather," &c. was a native of 

£cdefechan, and by trade a tailor. He entered into I 

business as a merchant, and was for sometime, to ail ap- i 
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pearance, prosperous; but his partner made sin elopement^ 
and carried off the whole casn belonging to the concern, 
Which involved him in ruin. He served as a private 
in the Hopetoun Fencibles, and, upon the breaking up 
of the corps, published a small volume of poems, dedi- 
cated to his former officers. In the latter part of his 
life he seems to have wandered round the country grati- 
fying his curiosity, and supporting himself by the sale of 
his publications and the casual generosity of the admir- 
ers of his genius. The most extensive of his works is 
a legendary ballad, entitled " Fair Helen of Kirkcon- 
nel," whid) has gone through various, editions. A few 
of his songs, however, are all of his works that are 
likely to go down to posterity. After all his wander- 
ings he died at an advanced age, in the summer of 
1818, at Ecclefechan, and wasvburied in the same grave 
with his immediate predecessors for four or five genera- 
tions. 

There's *• Nac ludc about the bouse" is a disputed 
production. It has been given to a Jean Adam, some- 
time a schoolmistress about Port-Glasgow, or Crawfords- 
dyke, and who died in the Tovm's Hospital, Glasgow, 
on the 5dof April, 1765. I have no doubt, from all the 
evidence that i have seen, that the song is the produc- 
tion of Willi AM Juul'S Mickle, who was the son of a 
clergyman in Dumfries-shire, and once a brewer in Bdin- 
hurgh of the first eminence. Not being successful in 
business, he relinquished it, and went to England, where, 
after publishing a variety of works, both in verse and 
prose, he died in the year 1788. His translation of the 
Lusiad by Camocns is well known and generally admired, 
JEind his poems have placed him high in the estimation of 
bis countrymen. He died universally respected as a 
man of virtue as well as a man of genius. 

In a sketch of this general kind, it would be unpardon- 
able to omit Hamilton of Bangour ; the friend and the 
assistant ofvAIlan Ramsay in the Tea-Table Miscellany. 
A number of bis songs are inserted in the Hatp. He 
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was a v^ gweet poetl and has left bebind hiin anott 
amiable character. He died March 25th, 1754, aged 50. 
An elegant edition of his works, with a portrait by 
Strange, was published at Bdinburgh, 1760. Nor must 
I forget Dr. Alexander Webster of Edinbuigh, author' 
of the song beginning '^ O how could I venture to love 
ane Kke thee,*' one of the most elegant love songs to be 
found in any language. These lines in the third stanza^ 

V^en laeeyeuIlOTeyou, when hearing adore] 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more: 
TUL maa wi*«dmirtng. I cannacontidn. 
Ana ktelng your Up*, you turn woman agiria. 

appear to me to be the purest offspring of pasuon, im- 
proved by the greatest delicacy, and conveying the most 
elegant compliment. Dr. Webster was bom in Edin- 
bui^ about the year 1707, received his education at 
the university d that city, and, in 1735, was ordained 
minister of the parish of Culross, and translated to 
Edinburgh, 1737. • He remained in that dty in 1745, 
when it was taken by the rebels, and employed his uni- 
versal populari^ and vigorous eloquence in the interest 
of the House of Hanover. He projected the scheme of 
the fund for the widows and children of the Scottish 
derg)^; and, in the year 1755, drew up for the informa- 
tion of Government, an account of the population of 
Scotland. He was a man of unrivi^Ied eloquence, 
and extremely witty and fasdnating in company. I have 
been told that the lady, the subject of the above song^ 
was of noble birth; that the nrst time he was intro- 
duced to her was in the character of agent for a gentle- 
man who was her lover, that he exerted himself for 
his friend with great zeal and ability, but received a flat 
denial, the lady at the same time adding, that a man 
always ^oke most persuaavely in the first person. The 
doctor improved tne hint, and, at no v^ distant pe- 
riod,^ made her his wife. There is an anecdote told 
of him and the late Lord Dundonald, who was one 
of hii admirers, and had him very often for company. 
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"wbtch! md^ very ttrof^y both tbe rea^oesg and tlie 
ciiM»ticity of bis 'wit. That nobleman, one nigbt coiw 
versing with him on the subject of charity, remarked^ 
that he read in his Bible, that he who gave to the poor 
lent to the Lord, and that he would repay him. " Now 
Sandy," added he, ** I have brought, at my own expense, 
a pipe from the Pentland hills to one of the public chari- 
ties (which he named), whereby some hundreds of poor 
people can when they please drink of the finest water in 
Scotland : no^, when all the good deeds of others are 
remembered, that of mine will not surely be forgotten." 
** No doubt," replied the doctor drily, " if you have 
done it from proper motives you will not want a re- 
ward." ** I think, Sandy, to use the words of Mr. 
Rutherford, a good old though homely divine, I might 
ride through hell on a windlestrae, an' no hae a hair o* 
my mare's tail singed." " You had better, my Lord," 
said the doctor, taking the pipe from his mouth with 
great deliberation, ** you had better take yoiir water 
pipe behind yooj in case of accidents." The doctor 
died at Edinburgh, January 25th, 1784. 

The recollection of Dr. Webster naturally forces upon 
my attention another poetical divine, John Logan, 
who was bom on the southern extremity of Mid Lo- 
thian, in the end of the year 1747, or the beginning 
of 1748, and was educated by his parents, who were 
Burgher Seeeders, for the office of the holy ministty. 
He however abandoned the Secession, and was ordained 
a preacher in the National Church, on the 27th of 
September 1770 ; and ordained to the second charge at 
South Leith, April 2d, 1775, where he continued till 
October, 1785, wbea he resigned upon a small annuity, 
and removed to London, at which place h^ died, on 
the 28th of December, 1788. The life of Logan was 
chequered with great vicissitudes, but his end was truly 
Christian, When he became too weak to read himself, 
he employed bis time in hearing such young persons a& 
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irisitedhfanreadtlidicriptarM. His cdiil?«nal]oii turned 
chiefly on serious subjects, and was most aflfecting and 
instructive. The approach of death he foresaw, and 
])repared for it with the utmost composure. 

He was a man of considerable learning, and possessed 
a fine talent for poetry, of which his ** Yarrow Braes^ 
will remain a memorial as enduring as the language in 
which it is written. His hymns, though attempts in 
that wav have been innumen^le, are superior to aarf 
thing of the kind that our language can boast ; and hto 
sermons may safely be ranked among the first of the first 
class. His poems, including Runemede, a tragedy, have 
been printed in various forms, of which the best ecfitioa 
perhaps is that in foolscap 8vo. printed for Bell and 
Bradfute^ William Blackwood, &c. £din. 1812. 
^ As a specimen of that charming simplicity which &• 
tingut^es the muse of Logan^ the reader may take the 
following:—- 

ODE TO THE CUCKOO. 

Hi^l beauteoiu itraQger of fhe ffon^ 

Tlioa meMenger «r %iriQg : 
Vow heaycn npAin thy run! Mat, 

And wood* toy wdoome nn^. 

What ttme the dalfjr decks tbegiMM 
Thyc • 



Hait'tbou a Iter to guide thjr path* 
Or mark the roUing year? 

Ddigbtful vMlaotl with thee 

I hail the time of flowert. 
And hear the aound of muiic aweel 

From birds among the hofren. 

The schoolboy wand'rlDf thro«vb the « 

To pull the primrose gay. 
Starts the new voice of ^priog to hear. 

And imitates thy lay. 

"What time the pea puts on the Uooa^ 

Thou fly'st thy vocal vale» 
An annual auest in other huds. 

Another Spring to haiL 

Sweet Urd I thy bower la ever grcoBk 

Tby sky is erer dear. 
Thou hast no sorrow in thy iongt 

No winter in thy yctf. 
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OoMda Ilir» rd flnrWi fhee. 

We'd make, with jo;f ul wing. 
Our annual visit o*er the globe, 
Companions of the Spring. 

To this notice of the unfortunate John Logan, I may 
add one of the stUl more unfortunate John Lowjh, who 
was bom at Kenmore m Gallowav, in the year 1750. 
He was the eldest <^ a numerous &nily, and, afler re* 
ceiving the education common to the Scottish peasantry, 
was apprasticed to the profession of a weaver. He how- 
ever lound means afterwards to obtain a regular educa- 
tion, in the course of prosecuting which he was employed 
as tutor in the family of Mr. M'Ghie of Airds. A young 
gentleman of the name of Miller, who had been engaged 
to Mary, one of Mr. M'Ghie's daughters, was at this pe- 
riod unfortunately lost at sea, which asJled fcn'th Mr. 
Lowe's powers in that beautifixl song, ** Mary, weep no . 
more for me," which alone makes Jus history an object 
of interest to the public. 

His views were directed to the church; but, seeing no 
prospect of a living, he determined to try his fortune in 
America, and for that country he embarked in the year 
1775, being invited as tutor to the &ani\y of a brother 
of General Washington's. From this circumstance, he 
seems to have dierished hopes which were never realized. 
He kept for some time an academy for young gentlemen, 
in Fredricksburgh, Virdnia, and at length took orders 
in the Episcopal Church, obtained a living, and became 
eminently respectable for his talents, his learning and 
hts sociable and pleasant manners. An event, however, 
soon took place, which clouded the meridian of his life, 
and blasted bis happiness for ever. 

While in the family of Airds he had become engaged 
to a nster of Mary, whom be has immortalized by hia 
song, and after he had been two years in America, he 
wrote to her in the most impassioned strains. He soon 
tyfterwards, however, became enamoured of a beautiful 
Virigjnian lady, and forgo^ bis first love on the banks of 
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the Ken. The lady, however, was deaf to all his ad- 
dresses, and he had the mortification to see iier bestowed 
on a more fortunate amd deserving lover. At the same 
time, a sister of this lady's became passionately fond of 
him, and, in' a moment of silly chagrin, he allowed 
himself to be united to her,^ merely, as he said, from tf 

Srinciple of gratitude. Every propitious planet hid its 
ead at the hour that made them one. She proved every 
thing bad, nnd Lowe soon saw in his wife an abandoned 
woman, totally regardless of his happiness, and uniaithfbl 
even to his bed. Overwhelmed with disappointment 
and shame, he had recourse to the miserable ^pedieiit 
of dissipating, or attempting to dissipate, at the bottle, 
the cares and chagrin that preyed upon his heart. Habits 
of intemperance were thus formed, which, with their 
usual attendants poverty and disease, brought him to an 
untimely grave, in the 4dth year of his age. 

The circumstances attending his death, as descfibed 
by one of his friends, were truly distressing. •* Percdv- 
ing his end drawing near, and wishing to die in peace, 
away from his own wretched walls, he mounted a sorry 
palfrey, and rode some distance to the house o£ a IHeml. 
So much was he dobilitated that scarcely could he alight 
in the court and walk into the house. Afterwards he 
revived a little, and enjoyed some hours of that vivacity 
which was peculiar to him. But this was but the last 
i^int gleam of a setting sun : on tlie third day after bb 
arrival at the house of his friend, he breathed his last. 
He now lies buried near Predricksbui^i, Virginia, under 
the shade of two palm trees, but not a stone is there on 
which to write " Mary, weep no more for me." 

The abandoned woman, to whom he had so foo^bly- 
linked his fortune, made po inquiry after him for more 
than a month, when she sent for his hor:s;e, which hrad' 
been previously sold to defray the expenses of his funeral. 

Lowe was in his person very liandsome. His figure 
was active, well proportioned, and rather above the 
niiddlo siae. His htiir was. auburn, his eyes bhie and 
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penetrating, hif nose aquilfaie, and the whole expression 
of hid countenance open and benevolent. These quali- 
ties, united to a lively and insinuating manner, made 
him a fevoorite with the fair sex. He was, however, in 
love, *' more susceptible tiian constant ; and one act of 
infidelity, will, by some, be supposed to have been suf- 
ficiently punished by the subsequent misfortunes of his 
life." His first love on the banks of the Ken was, after 
his death, married to a respectable country gentleman, 
and was alive in 1810. 

The remainder of this brief essay I shall devote to a 
few names, that may more properly be denominated 
Scottish poets, beginning with Allan Ramsay, who, 
though not the father of Scottsih poetry, was certainly 
the reviver of it ; and, his exertions, whether we regard 
their extent, their quality, or the time when they were 
made, certainly entitle hun to a very marked regard. 

There had been a long interregnum of any thing like 
poetry in Scotland. She had experienced a length of 
'' • 

« Dark and dismal days. 

When meek Reliffion, to the desert fled. 
Beheld unoccupied ner public ways ; 

Butchered her sons, in fietds, on acaSbUi bled, 
<k, witn the bestial tribes, in dens or caves were hid.** 

A happy revolution had hurled a race of contemptible 
tyrants into merited obscurity, prelatic domination had 
perished with them, and the scriptural and rational in- 
stitutions of Presbytery had just uninterruptedly begim 
to work, when Allan Ramsay made his appearance. 
He was born in Crawford Muir, in the upper ward of 
Lanarkshire, on the 1 5th of October, 1686. In 1701, 
being then in his 1 5th year, he was apprenticed to a 
barber in Edinburgh; and, in 1713, he married Christian 
Ross, the daughter of an inferior lawyer in that city. 
She, in the subsequent year, brought him his eldest son, 
Allan, who inherited his father's genius, and rose to great 
eminence, both as a painter and a scholar. For several 
years she brought him a child every year, a fruitfulness 

Vol. II. b 



$99 Est AY ON 

tidi of wlikh tiie Poet delimited to bomtlt & {Mrdof duie 
he was utterly ignorant of tiie terrible tendencies of " the 
principle of population/' a» developed bv that grwd 
pkUoiopher and eminent dkme^ Mr. Maithus. In the 
nine year in which he was married be became a mem* 
ber of the Easy Club, to which he addressed the first of 
his poems that is known; and, in 1715, he was chosen 
by the club poet laureate. The Rebellion that year, 
however, put an end to the dub, the men^rs of wluch 
were all Jacobites. One of the last acts of thu clisb, 
dated May 18th, 1715, declared Dr. Pitcatm and 
Gawin Douglas [Allan Ramsay], to be gentlemen, hav- 
ing conducted themsdves for three years as good mem- 
bersof theclub. 

^ From the year 1715 he seems to have paid less atten- 
tion to his amusement, and more re^rd to his interest. 
Next year he published ** Christ's i&k on the Greea^*' 
from an old manuscript collection of Scottish Poems, 
to which he added a second canto of his own. In 
1718, he republished it with ft third canto, which went 
through five editions in the course of two or three years. 
In 1721, he collected and published all his poems in one 
volume 4to, by which (so great was his popularity,) he 
deared 400 guineas. In 1724, he published the first 
volume of his Tea-table Miscellany, which was followed 
by three more, after he had become a booksdler by trade. 
In 1725, he published the Gentle Shqpherd, and, in 
1728, he collected and published in 4to» a second volume 
of his poems, including the Gentle Shepherd, which was 
as favourably recdved by the public as the first. After 
this he seems to have given up writing;. The latter years 
of his life were spent happilv and mdependently. He 
died in the year 1758, after he bad completed bis 7l6t 
year, and was interred in the Greyfriars' Churchyard, 
where his wife. Christian Ross, had been buried twelve 
years before. 

Among poems so numerous as those of Allan Ramsay, 
allowing that they bad been originally all of equal ment« 
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It ii i apoMib Ic Iwi thattb«liipie of a ecntuiy must hmm 
rendered Bome of than less interesting. There are^ 
however, many of them that may still be read with un» 
bated i^easure ; time having had no other effect upon 
them than to render them more venerable, and m<Mre 
mithoritatively imposing. And though it were tme 
that his smaller poems had lost that interest wfakh tfacnr 
once had with the public, the ** Gentle Shepherd" still 
l^aees him at an immeasurable distance from any Scottish 
ixiet whatever. 

It k true there have not been wanting pretenders to 
critidsio, and Scotsmen too, who have nad so little 
regard to their own reputation, and so little respect for 
the united voice of their countrymen^ as to pronounce 
the ** Gentle Sbej^rd" barburou^ and stupid, and 
Ramsay himself a mere alehouse buffoon. But, into any 
refiitation of critidsms so absurd, and assertions so m»* 
levalent, the lines which Ramsay himself addressed to 
each mean detractors, forbid me to enter : 

« lVbae*er shall with a midden fight, 
« Of Tiotory 1^ be begnaM, 

« Deaten ill dirt wUIbe to dight, 
« Fa* they aboon or •ncath th^ fypd.* 

Hie brevity which I am obl^ed to studyin these noticee 
^HiH not admit of a formal criticism on the ** Grentle Shep- 
herd,'* but I cannot deny myself the pleasure of quotins^ 
the testimony to its merits of a few, whom all the worn 
will adnjiit were competent judges : Mr. Roscoe, the ac« 
complisfied biographer of Lorenzo de Medici, says, *^ The 
beautiful dramatic poem of the Gentle Shepherd has ez-> 
faibited rusticity without vulgarity, and el^ant sentiment 
without affectation." Dr. Blair, ** Allan Rmnsay's Gentle 
Shepherd will bear being brought into comparison with 
any composition of the kind in any language.** Dr. 
B^ttie, ** The sentiments are natural, the drcumstancea 
interesting; the characters wdl drawn, well distinguish- 
ed, and well contrasted; and the hhle has more pro« 
bdnUty than any other pastoral drama I am Aequainted 
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vich.*' Hcmounble to Ramai^ as th^w tesdmooies ariP* 
jthere is one behind more honourable still-^the strong 
•nd unbroken feeling of the truth and propriety of bis 
characters and descriptions, which b common to all bit 
unsophisticated countrymen. Periis^s no work of amuse- 
ment was ever so truly and so extensively useful. In 
how many infant bosoms has it sown the seed, or awak- 
ened the latent principle, which in manhood has sent 
forth a rich harvest of all the virtues ! And the pro- 
bability is, that so long as the Gentle Shepherd con- 
tinues to be universally Scotland's i favourite, so long 
will the character of her peasantry remain unbroken 
and unrivalled. 

It has been objected to Ramsay, that he is sometimes 
gross and indelicate; and, to a certain extent, thechaige 
must be admitted. Some of his songs, as wcdl as some of 
bis poems, possessine the most exquisite humour, are^ for 
this reason, unfit tor indbcriminate perusal; but this 
was perhaps as much the fault of the age» as of the man 
or the poet. Pope, and Gay, and Swift, who had all 
the advantages or rank and education, and were, more- 
over, at that tim^, the great gods pf popular idolatry, 
are^ in their writings, more gross than Ramsay, and, 
by the ablest of his imitators, he has been, in this r^ 
spect greatly surpassed. In diort, it may be safelv a^ 
&rmed, that he excelled all his models, and lefl at least 
one which no poet as yet has been able to copy. 

Robert Ferguson, one of the brightest ornaments of 
Scottish poetry, was bom at Edinburgh, September 5th» 
1 750. He was originally intended for the church, and 
hb friends procured a bursary for him in the university 
of St. Andrews, where he entered a student at the age of 
thirteen. Here he distinguished himself as a youUi of 
superior genius; and became conspicuous among his 
brother collegians, as 'Va fellow of infinite jest, and most 
excellent fancy." Here too he became a particular 
friend of professor Wilkie, author of the Episoniad, and 
was honoured by him with particular m^^ks ofaisUacdoo* 
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Here ftlso lie fonned Ike plan of stragedy, onthenorf 
of Sir Willifim Wallace, but the desi^ was never oontH 
pleted. 

After tbe exDvation of fats bnnary, which extended 
to four years, ne returned to Bdinbunh. His father 
Imd now' been dead two years ; be had abandoned hit 
Intention dT entering into the church, and his prospects 
were sufficiently gloomy. He had no employment for 
the present, and no fixed resolution for tne future ; • 
situation, perhaps, above all others, painful and perilons. 
Under these circumstances, fofgetting a striking maxim 
. in his first favourite book, the Proverbs of Momon^ 
^ Enter not into thy brother's house in the day of thy 
cakmity," he paid a visit to a maternal uncle near Abei^ 
deen, who was in affluent circumstances, in the hope of 
deriving some advantage fi*om his influence. Here he 
was received with some^ show of civility, but afterwards 
ifismissed in the most incivil manner : he returned on 
foot to Edinburgh, and, after sufiering, fi*om toil tod 
vexation, a severe iliness, consoled himself by writing 
verses on The Decay cf Friendship, and Against Mepkt' 
tng at Fortune, 

AfUr this he obtained a place in the commissary 
clerk's office, which he relinquished, and was again for 
a condderable time witiiout any employment. At length 
he was received into the sheriff clerk's office, Yfh&te he 
continued till his intellectual powers were quenched in 
die gloom of melancholy and misfortune. He died in 
Becluim, on the 17th day of October, 1774, when he 
had just completed his 24th year. 

From the above sketch of his life^ it is evident that a 
great part of Robert Ferguson's best days must have been 
spent m anxiety and idleness, and, of course, they could 
scarcely be harmless. Any Uttie time he bestowed upon 
poetry (though Mr. Ruddunan occasionally allowed hhn 
a small pecuniary compensation for his contributions to 
the Weekly Ma^usine, where the whole, or the greater 
part, of his works cnriginaHy appeared)^ tended only to 
b # 
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embarrass his progress^ apd to multiply and strei|g|lieR 
those temptations which he was naturally hut ill qunified 
to resist. His conversation is allowed by all to have beea 
d the most fascinating kind. Lively, good humoured, 
«nd an admirable singer, his company was courtc^^i by 
people of every description. From caresses of this kind 
few men have ever derived any solid advantages. Men 
of intellect, and c^ecially the children of fancy, ought 
never to forget, that the men of the world can enjoy 
those ecstatic moments whiich the man of genius only 
can light up, and, after the hour of separation, think 
no more of the gifted being who has contributed so 
largely to their enjoyment, except perhaps to envy him 
that vivid conception, that rapidi^ of utterance, and 
especially that flow of spirits which, to their lumpish 
understanding, sets him beyond the dangers and above 
the necessities of ordinary men. 

Of all the acquaintances of poor Ferguson, and they 
must have been numerous, only one appears to have had 
the power and the will to befriend him. This was a Mr. 
Burnet, who settled in the East Indies ; and who^ as 
soon as he had arranged his own affairs, sent him a cor- 
ctial invitation to visit India, accompanied with a draught 
of one hundred pounds, to defray the expenses of bis 
voyage. This bounty, however, came too late — before 
its arrival Feri^son was beyond the world, either in its 
smiles or its frowns. At the same time, this detracts 
nothing firom Mr. Burnet's generosity; and he has the 
enviable distinction of being the only man who stretched 
forth his hand to extricate the unfortunate poet from ruin. 

Ferguson was of a middle stature, and of a somewhat 
slender form. His countenance, which in other respects 
had a slight tinge of effeminacy, was rendered higUy an- 
imated by tlie expression o£ his large black ^es. In his 
address he was genteel, and free from all aflectation. 
. As a Scottish poet, he stands in the very first class. 
His. Odes to the Bee and to the Gowdspink, are, in their 
kind, unrivalled. His ** Hallow Fair," " Lcith Races/* 
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« AuM Reekie,*' « Caller Oy»ter»," •« Cdler Water,- 
^ Braid Claith," « King's Birth-day," &c. have aii airy 
lightness altogether peculiar, and which is to be found 
in no other Scottish poet. His ** Farmer's Ingle" is at 
least equal to any poem of the kind, either in the Scot* 
tish or Bnglish dialect, and has besides the merit of be- 
ing, in point of time, the first of its kind. Than the 
picture of the Grandmotho*, in this poem, nothing can 
be more true to nature, nor, to the feeling heart, more 
tnil;^ interestmg. Her comrersation, her industry, and 
parocularly the fine glimpse of the last glimmering of 
earth-bom hope, with which the poet finishes the de- 
scription, display the bold and easy hand of a master. 

In rangtei round befote the ingle's low, 
Fk-ae gudedaxne'a mouth auld warid tales they hear, 

O* warlocks loupin^ round the wirrikow; 
O' gludsts that win in glen or kiikyard drear* 
Whilk touzles a* their tap, and gars them shake wi* fear. 

For wael she trows that fiends and lUriea be 

Sent Arae the deil to fleetch us for our ill: 
That kye hae Unt their milk wi* evil e*e ; 

And com been scowdei'd on the glowin' kU*. 
O mock na thi^ my friends ! but rather mounn 

Ye in life's brawest spring Wi' reason dear ; 
IVi* eild our idle Cwcies a' xetuni. 

And dim our dolefii' days wi' beimly fear ; 

The mind's aye cradl'd whan the grave is near. 

Tet thr^ industrious, bides her latest days. 

Though age her sidr^w'd flront wi' runkles wave ; 
Tet firae the russet lop the spindle plays : 

Her e'ening stent reels she as weel's tne lave. 
On some feast^y. the wee things busktt biaw. 

Shall heeie her heart up wi* a silent joy, 
Fu* caidgie that her head was up and saw 

Her ^n spun cleedin on a darling oy : 
% Careless taough death shottklmUe the fisast her fi»f» 

Bums seems to have fully appeciated the merits of 
Fei^son. He has more imitations of him than of iJl 
other poets beside, and has paid the warmest tribute of 
applause to his genius. ' He likewise, highly to his credit, * 
erected a monument over his grave, with the following 
inscription. — 



404 »BSAt &^ 

IVto MM^iter'ii ffnorUe ikm, fMir 

No storied HTM noranimatec 
This sintpU stone directs pale Scotid's wop 

npour her sorrows o'er her FoeiU dsm. 

And on the opposite side» 

By special grant of the Managers 
To ROBERT BURNS, who erected this S 
Tills burial-place Is ever to remain Sacred to the Memory of 

ROBERT FERGUSON. 

RoBBKT Burns, or, as his name was origmally, Bgamsss, 
was born on the 25th day of January, 1 759, in a small co^ 
tage, about two miles from the town of Ayr. At the 
age of six he was sent to school at Alloway Miln, about a 
mile from his father's house, where he was taught English 
and writing; at fourteen, be attended the paridi school 
of Dalrymple ; at fifteen, he was boarded for soroethne 
with Mr. Murdoch, a teacher in the town of Ayr; and at 
nineteen he spent a summer in Kirkoswald, where was 
a school of great celebritjr, learning mensuration, sur- 
veying, dialling, &c Dunng these years, howerer, he 
was at intervals employed upon his fathers farm, along 
with his father and the rest of the ftmily, which his 
biographers haye held forth as the most depressing toil, 
and the source of all that melancholia to which they haye 
represented him as at length habitually subjected. In 
his twenty-second year, in order to prosecute a mercan- 
tile scheme, he became a flax-dresser at Irvine; and here 
too the philanthropy of his biographers has been seyerdy 
wounded, because he lived upon oatmeal and the pro- 
duce of the dair]^, which he did not purchate, but had 
sent him from his father's house. An accidental fire, 
which consumed Ms workshop, while he and his partner 
were welcoming in the New Year, nut an end to the 
scheme, and he returned to his frienas. He afberwards, 
in conjunction with his brother Gilbert, rented the farm 
of Mossgiel, near Maachline, on which he entered with 
many resolves to be wise. But he was still not wiw^ or 
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not Ibrtunate, periupe not imidi of eklier;» and the ifi»* 

appointiucnt oi his expectations, together with the cod- 
sequences of a love concern, detertnined him to set out 
for Jamaica. In order to defray his expenses, the first 
edition of his poems was published at Kilmarnock, in 
the year 1786. They were certainly yery fayourably 
recced, yet his publisher durst not undertake a second 
e^on, to be paid out of the sale ; and Burns himself 
seems to have had no great expectations from them, for 
his effects were oh the road to Greenock, at which 
place he intended to embark for the West Indies, and he 
had '* composed the last song," as he thought, ** he should 
ever measure in Caledonia," when fortunately the sight 
of a letter from Dr. Blacklock to Dr. Laurie of Newmilns, 
led him to try Ms fortune in Edinbui^h. Here, what 
from the influence of his friends, the cnarm of novelty, 
togcdier with his real merit, he met with encouragement, 
perhaps as flattering as ever fell to the lot of any poet. 
A new edition of his works waspublished, which brought 
him nine hundred pounds. After spending four hun£ed 
in excuraons of pleasure, &c he settled upon a &rm of 
Mr. Millar's of Dalswinton, at a rent of his own ott his 
IHeods' making, with five hundred pounds. But farmiqg 
w^ not his forte. He had never himself been a regular 
workman at any period of his life, and he was too rest- 
less to wait upon others to do it for him. Among the 
many schemes of ease and aggrandizement with which, 
like other ambitious young men in his situation, he bad 
amtised his &ncy, a gaugership happened to be one. In 
an evil hour a gaugership came to be in his power, and he 
embraced it under an idea which nothing but indolence 
could suggest, viz. that he had no other alternative. The 
consequences were exactly what every man of common 
understanding would have foreseen. His farm waa 
abandoned, he retired to Dumfries to prosecute his dis« 
gusting emploj^ment, gave himself up to low company 
and low pursuits, and finally closed a career, that com* 
meno^d with the most brilliant promise^ in a manner 
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iflnehadanisticMiQfhbgednBy uidfaneetlbrlnmMuii- 
tf, forittd to detail He died at Dummes^ on tbe Slit 
c^ July, 1796, in the 38th year of his age; and, being 
a member of the Dumfries volunteers, was buried with 
military honours. An elegant mausoleum has since 
been erected for him by his admiring oountryraen. 

** Burns was nearly five feet ten indies in height, and 
of a form that indicated agility as well as strength. His 
well-raised forehead, shaited with black curling hair, in- 
dicated extensive capacity. Hb eyes were larger dark, 
foil of ardour and intelligence. His fiice was well forai- 
ed, and his countenance uncommooly interesttu and 
expressiTe. On a first view, hu physiognomy had a 
certain air of coarseness, mingled, however, witti an ex- 
pression of deep penetration, and of cahn tboug^fttiness 
approachine to melandioly. There appeared in his fint 
manner and address perfect ease and setf-possesaon, hot 
astern and almost supercilious elevation, which bespoke 
a Bund conscious of saperior talents. Stiangen, that 
suppoasd themselves approaching an Avrshire peasant 
who could make rhymes, and to whom their noUce was 
an honour, fowd themselves Sjpeedily overawed by the 
presence of a man who bore hnnself with d^intty, ami 
who possessed a angular power of correcting forwardness^ 
and of repelling intrusion. But though inacoettibie to 
the approaches of pride, he was open to every advanee 
of kindness and benevolence^ His dark and haughty 
countenance easily relaxed into a look of good-wil^of 
pity, or of tenderness, and assumed, with equal eaee^ 
the expression of the broadest humour, of the most ex- 
travagant mhth, or of the most sublime emotion. In 
large and mixed pardes, however, be was often silest 
and dark, sometimes fierce and overbearing, jealous of 
the proud man's seom, jealous to an extreme of the 
insolence of wealth, and prone to avenge^ even on ka 
innoeent possessor, the partiality of fortune.'* 

His wo»s have been printed in ahnost evm possible 
form, and have obtained high celebrity. That they 
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|IM$^ merit of • veiy pMuHarkind k iB^tgpnlMe, vee 
B great proportion of hm poems are debased by ribaldry, 
and deformed by the most wanton profanity. His letters 
are sometimes very amusing^ but, for the greater part, 
cumlM'ous and inflated, and often bordened with a sickly 
aentimentalism altogether unworthy of his genius. His 
songs are many of them superior to his ^er works; 
superior indeed to any thinp^ of the kind which our age 
\m produced. For beautiful simnlicity, and truth of 
colouring, what can excel his ballad of ** Bonnie Jean?^ 
For fervid, pure, and dignified passion, where shall we 
find any thiiu; to compare with the ** Lass of fialioch- 
'myle;" or for melting tenderness with the ** Lovely 
Lafls of Inverness," or '< Highland Mary." Of his soi^ 
(as he had collected them) Dr. Currie has remarked, with 
his usual judgment and good taste, that, " like all his 
other writings, they exhibit independence of sentiment; 
thev are peculiarly calculated to strengthen those ties 
ivfaich famd generous hearts to their native soil, and 
to the domestic circle of their in&ncy ; and to cherish 
those sensibilities, which, under due restriction, form, 
the purest hapinness of our nature. If, in his unguarded 
moments, he composed some songs upon which this 
praise cannot be bestowed, let us hope that they will 
speedily be forgotten." 

Hectojs Macniel, who was bom at Roidienk, near 
Roslin, on the 82d of October, 1746, ** amidst the ohu^ 
mur of streams, and the shades of Hawthomden^ may 
be said to have inhaled with life the atmosphere of a 
poet" As he was bom in a poetical atnKxmhere, so 
was he bora to a poetical fortune; for his father, who 
had been a captain in the 42d, or Highland Watch, bj 
the practice ot soldieriy generosity and Highland bospi- 
talitv, soon found himself under the neeessitv of selling 
off his property, and retiring to a farm on the banks ctf 
LocUomond. Here too mi^ortune overtook him ; and 
our poet, at the age of fourteen, was taken charge of 
by a relation in Bristol, who, int«uiing him for the 8ea» 
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sent him on a vorage of trial to St. Christopher^s. The 
voyage out completely sickened Macniel of the sea, find 
he remained in the West Indies under a variety of for* 
tone for several years, after which he returned to Scotland. 
Fortune proving still unfavourable, he again went to sea, 
*Rnd made two cruises in the grand fleet under Kempen- 
felt, went to India under Sir Richard Bicker ton, and, 
after three years, returned as poor as he went away, 
fortune never having vouchsafed him one single smile. 
Upon the wreck of an annuity he now contrived to settle 
himsdf in the neighbourhood of Stirling, where, for two 
years, he gave himself up wholly to literary pursuits, 
particularly the study of poetry. Finding, however, 
that poetry was as little likely to advance his fortune as 
seafaring, he determined once more upon an adventure, 
and set out for Jamaica, being now in the thirty-eighth 
year of his age, and just as unprovided f<Hr as when he 
set out on his first voyage at fourteen. Here he was as 
unfortunate as ever, and, except that he found two 
friends, one of whom was useftil to him afterwards, re- 
turned much in the way he went away. For some years 
after this he lived with a ftiend in Stirlingshire, whose 
wife's sister he became engaged to marry, in the event 
of procuring any situation, that might enable him to 
maintain a nmnily. Disappointed in bis expectations of 
patronage, ^e prudential check overcame his love, and he 
tore himself firom the object of his affections for ever. He 
now jetired to Argylesbire, and lived for a time amone 
his father's relatives. He then visited Glasgow, and, 
through the generosity of a friend and namesake, was on 
the eve of entering into a mercantile concern, when the 
events of 1 795 overturned iar a time the commercial pros- 
perity of that city, and put an end to the design. Having 
recovered a little more from the wreck of his annuity, he 
now took up his residence in Edinburgh, where he was 
attacked with a nervous disorder, which, for six years, 
subiected him to the most excruciating pains of body, 
and the most dismal depression of mind. During this 
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nigfat ofdaAntu and diseaie, he retired to 8t Niiiian\ 
where he again turned his attention to poetry, and pro- 
duced ^ Will and Jean " which wafted bis name at once 
from one end of the island to the other. 

But what 18 the empty breath of fiime to him who h- 
hours under the pressure of disease, and the darkness of 
despair ? The voice of fiime, instead of soothing, ra- 
ther seemed to aggravate his distress, and he resolved 
once more to visit Jamaica. Fortune now smiled upon 
him when he least expected it. One wealthy friend he 
found returning to Britain, who insisted upon his ac- 
ceptance of a small annuity ; two other friends left him 
legacies, which rendered him, if not affluent, in some 
measure independent, and he spent the la&t fifteen years 
of his life in Edinbui^h, enjoying in serenity its enlight- 
ened society, and the love and respect of ml who knew 
him. He died oo the I5th of March, 1818. 

His productions have been various, both in prose and 
verse, but his fame will rest principally upon his ballad 
of *" Will and Jean," and his songs. '* Will and Jean'* 
may be safely pronounced the first poem of its kind in 
our hinguage: •• Watty 'and Meg," from which the idea 
of it was probably taken, has equal truth of colouring, 
and exhibits greater strength, but comes infinitely short 
of it in point of elegance and delicacy. His songs, in 
general, are rich with the glow of love, breathe the ut- 
most tenderness, and the roost charming siropUctty. I 
cannot afford room for extracts, but the reader of taste 
has only to look into them to he delighted; and, to the 
reader who wants this'&culty, his beauties are of a kind 
too delicate to be laid open by any analysis 

Alexander Wilson was bom in Paisley,- 'July the 6th, 
1766. He lost his mother in early life; but by his father 
was destined for the church, and educated accordingly, 
till a second marriage and a rising family put an end to 
the project, and he was apprenticed to the profession of 
a weaver, in his thirteenth year. At eighteen he became 
his own master, and, from that time appears never to 

Vol. n. c. 
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iiave returned to the loom butwbeft coin|)dled by ne* 
cesnty. He resided sometime at LochwinDOcb, after^^ 
wards at Queensferry, travelled the country as a pedlar 
and a poet, and landed in America in the month or Jiily» 
1 794, He had {nreviously published a volume of poetns, 
which exhibited many traits of genius : but, ** unstable 
as water," it was impossible that any of his schemes 
could succeed. The following anecdote, told of him by 
one of his friends, marks the unsettled disposition 
of the man in the strongest colours ; and is the more 
remarkable when contrasted with that astonishing per- 
severance which he afterwards exhibited. " In the be* 
^nning of the year 1794, he came to my school, re- 
questing to be taught some branches of arithmetic, in 
which he was deficient, in order to qualify him to become 
a clerk to some merchant or manufacturer. I cheerfully 
undertook to teach him all I knew, and be sat down at 
a desk, apparently in good earnest; but before to-morrow 
another thought had struck himj he never returned to 
school, and, so far as I recollect, I did not see him again 
till one evening in the month of May that year, when 
be called at my lodging to biu me a final farewell." 
Such, at twenty-eight years of age^ was Wilson, who, 
at forty, sat down to acquire the art of drawing, and 
patiently persevered till he surpassed all hi& teachers^ 
and was able to draw and colour the subjects for his 
American Ornithology, a work which rivals the most 
splendid of European inductions. Such contrasts of 
character, in the same individual, forcibly arrest the at- 
tention of the moralist and the philosopher; but the 
limits allowed for these cursory notices forbid entering 
into any inquiry on the subject. 

There is a provoking complacencv in his letters finom 
America, for a year or two i^er his arrival, when he 

rks of the eating and drinking, the suK^ng and 
ibering, the fine fruits to be had for the pulling, 
• with other et cetera that belong merely to animal life, 
and which the hog enjoys, probably, in greater perfec-- 
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tioB dian reatoning man* But the energedc mind of 
Wilson coold not long be so debased. He bad been 
veftiesty he had been unfoxtunatey and unhappy, because 
lie wanted a proper aim. He at last found one, but 
it was in a land of barbarians, which offered him no as- 
flistaBoe, and held out no encouragement sare that of 
boundless forests for the field of his exertion ; where, if 
he chose to divide empire with the snake of the waste, 
the wolf and the bear of the forest, the alligator of 
tile flood, and the pestilential vapour iS the swamp, no 
one would hinder hims and be did encounter them; 
and triumphed over tbem all, almost in his own in- 
dividual strength. These would*be philanthropists 
and philosophers, the Jefifersons, the Madisons, and 
tbe Monro^ the governors and the judges of these 
biBgadocio^ slave-^biving) and swindling repubMcans, 
laughed him to scorn; aiM, with the exception of a few 
gcneroas individuals, whose kindness he most gratefullf 
ackaowledges, he may truly be said to have finished 
akme a work which does honour both to his natural 
and bis adopted countrv. How painful bis own account' 
of the work, when he had almost finished it ! ^ Owing' 
to its vast expense, this wo]% has ill repaid me for my 
exertions, you will be surprised when I assure you^ 'that 
up to this day, I have never shared a single cent of its 
profits.*' Severe labour, embarrassed circumstances, 
and harassed feelings now conspired to impair the con- 
stilatwn of poor Wilson, so as to render him ineanable 
of renting the attad( of a disease which cut him down 
in the flower of life. In addition to his furnishing the 
]ctter*pre8s and the whole of the drawings for the Or- 
nithology, he was obliged to colour many of the prints 
with his own hand, as he found no assistant equal to a 
task so delicate. The hours whicii should have been 
given to repose were given to the exhausting toil of men- 
tal exertion ; and, as the nerve and spirit of youtii no 
longer supported his firame^ he sunk msder the accumu- 
lat£i pressure. He died at Fhiladelphie, on the fl3d of 
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Ai]||;u6t, 1817, in the 48tft year of his age. I& deanh, 
lirobably unexpected, seems to have aroused public 
ieeling, and to have made etfen the Americmu ashamed 
of their conduct towards him, for, his funeral was at* 
tended by the clergy of all desaiptions, hj the scientific 
characters of the city ; and the Columbian Society of 
Fine Arts, of which he was a member, walked in pro- 
cession before the hearse, and wore crape round their 
arms for thirty days afterwards. 

Wilson's poems have been several times reprinted, in 
one volume, and some of his poems have been printed 
separately too often to be here specified. His '' Loss of 
the Pack," ** Laurel Disputed,*^ ** Rab and Ringan,** 
** Watty luid Meg," particularly the latter, are poems of 
no ordinary merit. ^ Watty and Meg" is a paintiiig 
from real life, true to nature, and dashed, regardless <^ 
softening or ornament, with the bold and savagp hand 
of a Rosa. Perhaps there is no poem of the kind ex- 
tant that can be compered with it for truth oico\<omna^y 
and, throughout, a sustained unabated vigour. Among 
the peasantry, who alone are capable to appreciate its 
ments, it has always been, and probably wul ever be 
regarded as one of the happiest efforts of the Scottish 
Muse. 

Of RoBEET Tannahill, who has added so much to 
Scottish Song, there is almost nothing to-be told. He 
was born in Paisley, June 3d, 1774, bred to the pro- 
fession of a weaver, and, with the exception of a two 
years* residence at Bolton, which jMToduced nothing in- 
teresting, spent his life in his native town. He was early 
attached to poetry ; but, fi*om a^di^ified and laudable 
sfHiit of independence, pursued it only as a recreation 
amidst his dai)y toils, which he seldom or never ne- 
glected. His pieces were occasionally published in 
new^apers and magazines, and to see them inserted in 
such works was, pr&ably, for many a day the height of 
his ambition. Songs of his were also ftom time to time . 
lettomusici some of them by his friend Mr. R, A. Smith, 



SCOTTISH SON^ WBITSRS. 41 S 

and soBie of Aem by Mr. Rosa of Aberdeen, and in this 
way found an extensive circulation, and a most favour- ' 
able reception. At length be collected them all, and, 
with some originals, published them in a small volume, 
which w&s very fiivourably received. The song part d 
the volume was particularly admired, and, from that 
time, song writing seems to have been his principal study. 
The applause with which the volume was recdved, how- 
ever, the writer of this has reason to think, did not by 
any means come up to the expectations of the author; 
and the want of care, the neglect of sound advice, the 
deceitfuhiess of friends, and the malice of critics, were 
common topics of complaint with him ever after. His 
songs, notwithstanding, increased in celebri^. He 
continued to add to their number; and, in those addi- 
tions, reached still higher excellence. To atone for the 
fault,' as he supposed, of his ftrst and rash attempt, be 
re-wrote bis poems, cancelled some, altered others, and 
added a few which, it is probable, were more highly 
finished than any of his former productions. The whole 
were submitted to a boxJcseller, who, eidier ignorant of 
their merit, or afraid to run the tik of the expenses, 
decHned to puUish them. This was too much for the 
poet to bear. The irritability of lus temper, which, un- 
der much bashfulness, and perhaps a great deal of mo- 
desty, was, to the skilful otserver, always visible, flamed 
out fdl at once into something neariy allied to insanity. 
His writings of every kind were without discrimination 
thrown into the fire. His confidence in his friends was 
entirely destroyed, yet he could not avoid pouring his 
complaint of malevolence and decditfulness into the ears 
of every one of them whom he chanced to meet ; and 
a lamentable scene of dissipation at clubs and masonic 
meetings, with supposed friends, who have had the bru- 
tality, since his death, to detail with wanton merriment 
the lapses of thought and language into which, in the 
honest simplicity of his heart, and in .the moments of 
decaying intellect, be fell, brought the life of a man 
c3 
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who WB8» upon die whole, an ornament to huoun na- 
ture, and an banour to his country, to an end, over 
which reli^n weeps, and which shuddering humanity 
attempts to veil. 

^ In stature Robert Tannahiil was rather diaunutive, and 
his appearance was not by any means prepossessing. In 
the company of strangers he had a degree of bashfulness, 
which nught easily have been construed into suspicion ; 
yet he was truly honest, and, with his fiieods, open as ' 
the day. His education had not been libera^ and his 
information never became extensive. His powers of 
conversation were feeble; and, hom vanity, or false 
pride, he had an inveterate antipathy to the companj^ of 
superiors, where the errors and defects of his education 
might have beeii in part corrected, the iqahere of his ob> 
servation enlarged, and his latent powers of expression 
awakened, and expanded, and strengthooed. He sup- 
posed himself humble and modest, when he avoided 
coniDfimy exalted above him in point of rank or learning, 
for the Uttlc circle of his ordinary acquaintances, where 
his monoflyllables, *^ few. and far between," were heard 
with all the reverence due to oracular re^ixmaes. This 
was indeed, the cardinal defect of his character; and this 
at last, from a £fttal combination of circumstances, led 
to the lamentable catastrophe to which I have ahready 



In hb youth he met with a disiqipomtment in lov^ 
which, though the fault seems to have been in a great 
measure his own, had no doubt much influence upon his 
after life, as he never again paid his addresses to any of 
the sex. It would appear that he parted with the ob> 
ject of his love, as ne frequently parted with his best 
friends, from peevish misapprehenBion-«-but, with regard 
to his frioids, he soon discovered hb error. They were 
not disposed to notice those little coldnesses into which 
he was apt to fall, and, of course, he found them still 
the same. She probably knew him less perfectly ; and. 
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having a deeper interasl at stakes became afraid that 
theBe fits <i£ eMness would degenerate into fixed dblike; 
and an opportunity offering of being settled in life, per- 
haps every way as comfortably, i»he embraced it, and the 
poor poet was, in some degree^ rendered miserable for 

Though I have said that his powers of conversation 
were not shining, no man enjoyed coropanv with a 
h^er relish ; and though he spoke little, trom that 
sympathy which he manifested in all that was said, his 
company was often deeply interesting. When he did 
speak, it was in praise of d^ressed merit; to mitigate 
the censures which the world m always liberid in bestow- 
ing upon the unfortunate; against chicanery and oppres- 
sion, which, of all kinds, he held in the devest abhor- 
rence; or a^nst faithless friendship, of whicn he never 
8CK>ke but with the keenness of one whose heart had been 
oeeply wounded. 

Of his works it is unnecessary to say mudi* The 
public have already given a judgment upon them, which 
time may modify, but will, in all probability, never re- 
verse. His poems have little in them either of strong 
conception or brilliant diction; yet th^ contain 
maxims of morality sometimes hap|nly expressed, and 
specimens of natund and easy versification which ma^ 
be perused with a considerable degree of pleasure. Hit 
songs partake very much of the seme diaracter. They 
discover neither brilliancy of imagination nor intensity 
of passion; but they are natural and neat, and, in many 
instances, though not uniformly, easy. In short, thdur 
great excellence consists in giving a happy expression to 
that mediocrity of fueling, which, fortunately for them- 
selves, taking mankind on the average, characterizes 
ninetyHdine out of the hundred. Th^ wUl, of course, be 
always popular with the many, and» while, the exquisitely 
tender strains of Macniel, and the spirit-rousing ^usion^ 
of Buntf, are read and perused from an affectation of 
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snperior discernment, from a prineiple of imilatioiiy or 
from mere vanity, the songs of Tannahill w31 be read, 
and sung, and acted upon, till the incrustadons of time 
render &e language ot ail the three alike unintelligible, 
and the revolutions of society render their descriptions 
alike inapplicable. 

Alexander Ross was bom in the parish of Kincar- 
dine, county of Aberdeen, and educated at the university 
of the latter place, where he took the degree of A. M. 
and was settled as parochial schoolmaster at Birse, in his 
native county. He afterwards removed to Locblee^ in 
Angus, where he died at the age of 85. 

His pastoral tale " Helenore, or the Fortunate Shep- 
herdess," Mras published at Aberdeen, 1768, together 
with a few songs. A second edition appeared in 1778. 
This work is not without merit, but sadly deformed by 
coarse vulgarity. The reader may take the following 
apostrophe to Scotland as a specimen :— 

Come, Scota, thou that anes upon a day 
Oarr'd Allan Bamiav's hungry heart-smog* play 
The merriestaaogs that ever yet were sung; 
Pity anes mair, for I'm outhrougb as clung. 
^Twas that grim goerip chandler-chafted Want, 
- "^^'itb threadbare clutbinc and an ambry scant. 
Made him cry on thee to blow tbro* his pen, 
vvi* leed that weel might help him to come ben. 
And crack amo* the beet o' iflcasex. 
And shape his houghs to gentle bows and becks. 
He wan thy heart, wecl wordy o% poor man ! •• 

Tak yet anitber gangrel by the han' : 
As gryt's my mister, an' mv duds as bare. 
And I as nb as be was ilka nair : 
, Mak me but half 9» canny, there'a nae fear, 
Tho* I be auld, but I'll yet gather gear. 

Jauts Tttleb, amhor of " The Bonnie Bnicket 
Lassie," &c. was the son of a clergyman m the neigh- 
bourhood of Brechin; and, under the care of his father, 
acquired an accurate knowlec^ of the Latin and Greek 
languages, and an extensive acquaintance with polite 
literature and schdastic theology. He was apprenticed 
to a surgeon in Porfar, and afterwards sent to attend the 
medical classes in Edinburgh. His religious opinions 



SCOTTISH BONO WRITERS. 417 

connected him witfa a wo&ety of Glassites, and imolred 
him in a marriage with a meihber of the society, which 
terminated in a separation. He settled as an apothecary 
lor some time i^ Ldth>^removed from that to Berwick, 
and then to Newcastle. In 1^72, he returned to Edin- 
burgh, in extreme poverty, and took refuge from the 
molestations of his creditors within the precincts of 
Holyrood House. Here his wife deserted him and their 
five children, and returned to her relations. He was now 
compelled to become an author by profesaon, and dis« 
played a yersatility of talent, and a facility in writing, 
• ynexampled in the history of the press. He commenc^ 
with Essays on the most important subjects of natural' 
and revealed religion, which issued from the asylum 
for debtors, under the peculiar circumstances of being 
eomposed by him at the printing case, from his own 
conceptions, and wrought ojST with his own hands at a 
press of his own construction. 

. He soon becaiqe known to the booksellers, and from 
them he obtained constant employment. He was the • 
principal editor of the second edition of the Encyclo- 
pedia firitannica; and finished with incredible labour 
Bf large proportion of the more scientific treatises and 
histories, and almost all the minor articles. He had an 
apartmoit assigned him in the printing-house, where he 
performed the offices of compiler and corrector of the 
press, at a salary of sixteen shiUingt a-tveek i He wa» 
^gaged for a third edition at a more lib^al salary, and 
wrote a larger share in the early volumes than the gen- 
eral preface ascribes to him. He conducted for some 
time with success a manu&cturing process for preparing 
magnesia, of which he was the inventor : but, auer he 
had disclosed the secret to the gentlemen at whose ex- 
pense it was carried on, he was dismissed, without ob- 
taining aay suitable compensation for his services. He 
was the i&rst in Scotiand who adventured in a fire ballooa 
Cpnstru^ited upon the plan of Montgolfier, and thence 
<rB9Coraplim^tted with the cq[)pellatioQ of Balloon Tytler. 
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The Mww of his baUoon sdieme ifepmsd him of tii« 
public favour, aod involved bim in new difficulties, and 
ne again had recourse to his pen. He now became a 
6iend of the people, and, under the auspices of the 
British convention, published a handbill, which lenderod 
him obnoxious to government; and, on a wavrant being 
issued to apprehend him, he fled to America, where he 
established a newspaper, in conneson with a printer in 
the town of Salem, state of Massachusetts, which he 
continued tUl his death, which happened in the year 
1805, in the 58th-year of his age. 

RioHAan Oaix, author of ** My only Jo and Dearie^ 
O,** ** Captain O'Kean," &g. was bom at Linkhouse, near 
Dunbar, hi the year 1 776. He acqpaired English, writing, 
Und arithmetic, at an early age, ip the school at Hadding- 
ton i and, after tiying difiere^t trades, was ^prentifsed, 
in the year 1789, te Mr« David fUmsav, Muter, Edin* 
buigh, with whom he continued till his death, which 
himpened on the 10th of May, 1801, in the S5lh year 
of his age. 

The poedcal woriu <tf Mr. Gall have just been pob*. 
lifehed, with a copious and well written life of the author 
sttbiotned. His songs have long been before |he public^ 
and have always been ranked among the best produelions 
of the kind. In his lifetime he was personally aoquaiated 
with, and enjoyed the ftieadship, of Bums and Maemel ; 
and perhaps the highest praise that can be given him, 
(and it was hb highest ambition when in life) is, that his 
writing bid fair to accompany theirs down to the latest, 
posterity. , 

* The Rev. John Skinnier, author of <"toik>chg(Mrum,'* 
&c. had the pastoral care of the E^opal congregation 
at Longside, a remote parish in the north of Scotland, 
for nearly 65 years. He died on the 1 6th of June, 1 807, 
in the urros of his only surviving son, the Right Reverend 
John Skinner, bishop of the diocese of Aberdeen, at the 
advanced age of 86. His sorrowing people have crootod 
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m liandsonie montnneitt to his inemonr in Ae diuidi* 
yird of Long8id& 

WnxTAM Falconer, author of the song beginning 
** The simiing pbdns profusely gay," and still better 
known as the author of " The Shipwreck," one of the 
most beautiful poems in the English language, was bom 
at Edinburgh, about the year 1730. When very young 
be entered as an apprentice on board a merchant vessel 
atLeith. He was afterwards employed as a servant b^ 
Campbell, the author of Lexiphanei^ when puner of ft 
ship, who is supposed to have materially improved 
the rude poet's scholarship, and to have procured him 
the situation of second mate in a vessel employed in th« 
Levant trade. This vessel, we learn from Falconer hi^ 
nlf^ was named the Britanma, and was, on her voyag« 
from Alexandria to Venice, wrecked on the coast of 
Greece^ near Cape Cdonua^ three only of her crew, of 
which Falconer was one, being saved. Of his life itfter 
tys, nothing is certainly known, till he obtained the 
patronage of Edward Duke of York, by dedicating to 
hnnthe poem of ^The l^ipwredc," in the spring of 
176S. He had, however, so eariy as the yedr 1751, 
m>peared amon|^ the poets of bis country, to lament th^ 
death of Frederick Prince of Wales; but bis efforts, on 
this occasion, do not appear to have attract^ much 
notice. Soon after the publication of *• The Shipwreck,** 
he was rated midshipman on board the Royal George, 
but the ship was paid off the following ye$tr; and, being 
^(dvisedby nis friends to exchange the military for the 
chril line in the royal navy, he was, in thb Same year, ap* 
pointed purser of the Glorv frigate. About this time, 
he married a young lady of the name of Hicks, who, his 
biographer, J. S. Clerks, supposed, was still living, (1806) 
but where or how he does not say. The death of his 
patron in 1767, seems to have cast hun again on the 
world, for, at the tune of publbhii^ his Marine IMc- 
tionary, 1769, he was a Garreteer in the metropolis; 
and putly supported lumself by writing in tiie CritioA 
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ReneWy uku nnder liie difectloii of his countrntum 
Mallet, author of *• The Birks of iDvermay,** *• Wilfiam 
and Margaret/' ftc. This same year he was appointed 
purser to the Aurora fngate, captain Lee, which was 
ordered to convey out to India, Henry Vansittart, Esq. 
Luke Scrofton, Esq. and Col. F. Forde. To these gen- 
tlemen he was also to act as private secretary. The 
Aurora sailed from England on the 30th of September, 
1769, touched at the Cape of Good Hope in December, 
and was never more seen nor heard of; save that one 
person, a black, who was examined before the India 
birectors, on the 19th November, 1773/ afiirmed, *' that 
he was one of five persons saved from the wreck of the 
Aurora : that the said frigate had been cast away on a 
reef of rocks off Mocoa: that he was two years upon an 
island after he had escaped ; and was at length miracu- 
lously preserved, by a country ship happening to touch 
on that island.** 

** In his person. Falconer was about five feet seven 
inches in height, of a thin light make, with a dark 
weatherbeaten complexion, and rather what is termed 
hard-featured, and considerably marked with the small- 
pox : his hair was of a brownisli hue. In point of address, 
ais manner was blunt, awkward, and forbidding; but he 
fpoke with great fluency, and his simple yet impressive 
mcUon reminded his hearers of the terseness or. Swif^. 
His disposition wta warm and friendly, yet he was fond 
of controversy, and inclined to satire. In hb natural 
temper he was cheerful, and frequently used to amuse 
hif messmates by composing acrostics on his fuvouritcs, 
in which he particularly excelled. As a professional 
man, he was a thorough seaman; and, like most of that 

Cfession, kind, generous, and benevolent." That he 
i a sufficient portion of that constitutional gloom 
which almost always composes a part of the poetic 
.temperament, many parts of his poem abundantly de- 
monstrate. As a very beautiful specimen, the reader 
may take the foUowmg account of himself and, with it. 
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I shall shut up these very imperfect and I fear unsatis- 
£ictory notices. 

But what waUB it to record a name 
That courts no rank among the sons of fiune ; 
Whose vital q[>rtng had just begun to bloom, 
VThen o*er it sonrow spread her sickening gloom? 
While yet a strMing, oft with fbod alarms 
His bosom danced to nature's boundless chanos ; 
On him fidr science dawn'd in hairier hour. 
Awakening into bloom youn^ foncy^ flower : 
But soon adyeraity with Areenng blast» 
The blossom wither'd, and the dawn o'eicast. 
Forlorn of heart, and, by severe decree, 
Condemn'd reluctant to the faithless sea. 
With long farewell he left the laurel grove. 
Where science and the tuneful sisters rove. 
Hither he wander'd anxious to explore 
Antiquities of nations now no more ; 
To penetrate each distant reidm anknown. 
And range excursive o*er th* untravell*d sone : 
In vaii^-finr rude adversity's command. 
Still on the margin of each fiunous land. 
With unrela>ting ire his steps orams'd. 
And every gate of hope against bun cfosU 
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AUT90E8* 

AdowowiodlngNHhldli zander, n-ftT'tL.^t m 

A^lOii, thou dsrling of m7 heart, *5' ?li2II2* ii7 

A(Uc«U| mt In^, yon puiplcd cast, *ii ••• A wovnmmis **# 

Adicu^ fliUeu, my only Vtfc» -.^ -•• .m •m »» 

AtJicu, a heart* Wit nn fond oJhni, .». ••• Jmrtu, gw 

A fntaid cj* mlDC camp hery vestroen^ '•# ••• ••• ^g 

Aft woe 1» me t pour WUlicr eryU ^ j;". . *•• ••;, "• tS 

Ah SoiUsidf iflv ccuntTT, riae maJr shall I Vieir» •>• ^^> *2r 

AU in tJie Downa the fleet waa moor'4 ,,, ..• S25l« m ?I 

Alone to the banks of the dark tolling Danube ... CampBMi tm 

Ahhnuph I be tut a kintra lae^* rt» • ••• «^ 

Aib me lioC howcalml? I, ^.i *.» *.» ••• ^_*** J? 

A alttve to lovtiTa imbaundJed awaf, »* ... ^f**!*** -Ji 

As : cam: tu b? Teviot tide, .^. ».. ••• V^IS^' iS 

A» 1 stiMd hy yott rcoflcss tcjwdi *»> ••• x«n»», i» 

Aa Piatie cffiDC up frae the Rien, .tw *.. »•• ••• ;J°; 

A bouUiLmd Jetiay Oiai waa Ti^hiboonfev ••. 3w 

At WUUc^ WBddin' on thg green, ,^ ,.. ... ;^L^^ SS 

Atilrl gtid^oan ya^ a dnicfeen carlep ■** •*• **^6L--f!KM «» 

auIjI Wattit tf Kebbuckitimc brac, «• ••• -^jJ""2S ^ 

A weary inocith hna itEindcrr'il o'cf, w^ ..» y flg^ gcoiy» ig 

Awa" wi* ytniT witthcrat^ 0' bEAutjlB aliraflfc ••• JwriM, ot 

Atpqfct^, mylDve, wtthgf^oJ ra>v ..^ ••« •»• ••• ••"* 

Balow, my boy. lie still and fteepb ••• .•• ••• -^ ^JJ 

Behold the hour the boat arriYe^ •^ ••• Sf!?* ,, 

BIaw8afllyTebieeie8»yeitreaini8lD0dttiiymunnur, Xtcol, U 

Blythe, Uytne, biythe wm she «... ••• "W^^^ ••• iS 
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